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I RE3£EMBEB being taken, when a little boy, into Barker^s 
Panorama Booms in Leicester Square, and there, mounting 
to a platform from thrilling glooms, seeing, suddenly 
stretched before my amazed vision, waves and rocks and 
roofs — a sunny coast — ^the foreshore of fairyland. It was 
Gibraltar and the Bay of Algeciras, in fact ; but how it 
had risen to us in the commonplace morning, from the 
crowded streets, without dusk or firelight or drowsy lids 
to evoke it, was the puzzle. That made two-thiids of the 
delight, of course. Yet, after all, what most impressed 
me was not that marvellous painted cylinder, but some 
tributaries, so to speak, of it : sketches, rough-drafts, on 
exhibition in a little melancholy diamber below. Perhaps 
these borrowed of the obscurity a mystery which lent them 
an unpremeditated attractiveness. They were, I think, 
by the Academician, Mr. Beinagle, and as often as not 
they had no bearing on the great picture above. They 
were of all d^rees of choice and treatment, the fruits of 
a tour in the Peninsula; and often in after years my 
fancy reverted to them — their writhed trees, their stony 
valleys, their thunder-peaks— as to foreshadowings, long 
now verified, of some intricate places in which my lines 
were to be cast. There was one in particular which caught 
my imagination then, as it shall serve it now for a text. 
It showed a rpgged valley, rich in foliage as far as the 
^ eye could reach. In the foreground reclined a magnificent 
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CaballerQy ministered to by a band of followers. He, a 
lord of creation, discussed as of right the first-fruits of 
the earth : its wines, its meats, its soft and leafy luxury. 
The others, seated about the rocks in the sun, gnawed 
their black crusts, neither complaining nor dreaming of 
complaint. There, to be sure, was a moral, but too 
obvious for acceptance. And so, to symbolize it, the 
painter had placed, hard by, a vast tree, a very monarch 
of timber. It was near barkless and bald, with but 
scattered tufts of green remaining. Yet, even so, to its 
decrepit isolation the whole homage of the landscape 
seemed addressed. The other trees were all bowed, the 
clouds knelt to it. A river, fired by the sun, rolled a 
crimson flood about its feet. The broken bank above 
spilled for its pleasure golden quartz and gems in a rain- 
bow cascade. And, all around and aloof, were attenuated 
trunks, their roots withdrawn from the life-giving water, 
their boughs thick with birds choiring the praises of the 
old mangy tyrant in the midst. 

Was the moral thus, indeed, designed, or have I 
adopted it from my later knowledge ? Mr. Beinagle was, 
I am rather inclined to think, a *' sporting** artist, and 
guiltless of such rhapsodical flights. But to me the 
picture has always remained a significant memory, a 
symbol of life as we must recognize it. The tree and 
the Caballero : what were they but illustrated types of 
that little race of demigods for whose aggrandizement 
mankind is content to toil, to sn£fer, and to pass ? The 
bullies of the litter — ^Alexander, Borgia, Buonaparte; 
the Medicifl, the Buckinghams, the Montagues and 
Capulets-^what made them frugt^ cotisumere nati ? What 
exempted them all from the rebukes and the restraints 
of justice ? Not ignorance ; for, as wisdom multiplies, 
so does this type not fail to renew itself. Then two 
answers only can I find to the riddle : that mankind 
typified is flunkeyism ; that a demigod is that monstrosity, 
a man of absolute convictions. Now, strong men — ^men 
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of strong convictions — are nothing but men of iron 
prejudices, who drive their way in and throngh, like 
cannon-balls, by the mere force of indurated insensibility ; 
whereas a liberal mind has as many facets as a crystal 
to receive and reflect impressions. But the light in the 
crystal wavers, as does the tolerant soul, which is, after 
all, as a million to one in the tally of the human race. 

So the moral of the old picture in Leicester Square was, 
for the little boy the writer of the following memoirs — 
though he guessed it not then — the moral of demigods 
and flunkeyism, a moral to which he himself would come 
to subscribe presently, without expecting or desiring his 
own half-apotheosis. For he loved liberality, though he 
served prejudice through love, and though the tissue of 
his life was woven with the tragedies of kings. 

Now comes a little pious lady, and peers, peers. 
How, ma femme! wouldst thou have wished another 
destiny for that little rascal of the Panorama ? What ! 
one may be happy though a mortal Happiness is so 
relative, is it not ? Alexander in the end, you know, 
found his doll was sawdust. As for a certain gentleman, 
who had ambitions and the promise of an important 
destiny ; all he once strove for — ^name, repute, fortune — 
did it not miss him? Was he not scorched in the fire 
of a ^* grand passion,'* rejected by Fortune's almoner, 
tested, found wanting, and turned out to want ? Well, 
to-day he is the happiest ragged-robin that ever was 
plucked and thrown into an obscure comer and allowed 
to take root there. And why ? 

He will tell thee. It is because he has realized this 
trvfth, — that there is always something greater than the 
greatest, but that there is nothing less than the least. 
Monseigneur may achieve the sunmiit of his ambition — 
and, behold, beyond, the stars 1 Well, he can whistle to 
them if he is very proud ; or, should he find his isolation 
pall upon him, he can experience no greater happiness than 
in descending to the plains once more^ where w$ have 
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rested all the timei at peace in the aanirauce that nothing 
can depose us from oar estate of the least 

Madame «««««> I have foregathered with demigods, 
and I say that, given the choice, I will be a flunkey. So 
far have I become a man of convictions ; though the title 
of these Hectors to their hectoring remains obscure to 
me. Tet here they are, the Gaballeroe, the tree- 
leviathans, who are honoured for appropriating to them- 
selves nine-tenths of the drainage of the soil. And so, 
no doubt, through the changes of dynasties and republics, 
to the end of time it will be. Why this is so, I know not. 
History, I suppose, must shape itself about something, as 
the floating dust shapes itself to the moulds in Mr. Jacobi's 
electrotype solutious. But happiness, I am convinced, is not 
in the first degree for the solitary mould, which gathers 
never so much gold dust but that it can conceive itself 
richer. 

Once, years ago, in London, I went to see Mr. Edmund 
Eean play in Othello. He was the Moor. He burned 
and choked and suffered with the character he pourtrayed. 
At the end, the house thundered its applause. He looked 
as if he would have liked to cry, ^' For God's sake spare 
me to my decent glass and chop, and to oblivion from this 
tortured dream of greatness!" An hour later I walked 
into '^ Cogers' Hall," in Shoe Lane ; and there I saw the 
great actor sitting solitary in a comer. The stem of a 
pipe was between his lips ; a tumbler of brandy and water 
was on the table at his side ; he listened in a sort of 
luminous apathy to the discussion in process, and his face 
expressed the most perfect satisfaction and content. 

Well, I too have smothered my tragic past — ^there is not 
a kick left in it — and have abandoned my greatness, well 
satisfied, for '' Gogers' Hall." And here I sit ; and there 
^i^ •••••• ^^'^ ^7 pip^ smokes between. And we two 

are for the rest of time as blithe as young thrushes on 
a May morning. 



PART I. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Light, for the little flunkey of demigods, dawned in old 
Provence. It did not augment itself by the flashes of 
cannon, as, a hundred and thirty leagues away in royal 
Versailles, was the case with it on this same 27th of March 
in the year 1785. There, indeed, too much light could not 
be thrown on the fact that the Austrian had presented the 
kingdom with a third male-child, qualified, in default of 
primogeniture, to reign over it Here in Aries light was 
the last thing desired for the illumination of an obscure 
event. Yet, as the gods should rule, the birth lustrous and 
the birth in eclipse were not so remote from one another in 
the context of destiny as they were far apart in miles. 

Hardly had the baby at Versailles found his lungs in 
speechless protest, but he was christened Louis-Charles of 
France and Duke of Normandy. If, as some suppose, the 
infant, lest he babble secrets, is denied language till his 
birthright of divinity be shrunk to an indefinable cloud 
upon his eastern horizon^ this poor prince must have 
struggled himself into convulsions in the vain effort to 
repudiate the honour thrust upon him. Be that as it may, 
de France he was christened, and France was to claim him 
to the last morsel. 

Nobody clahned the little Provengal ; and, if he was 
ever baptized, it was in no more than the provisional sense, 
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that heaven might have the wherewith to identify him in 
the general master. Nameless, he was hustled ont of the 
light — under the commere Broussier*s apron — and nameless 
he took up his unilluminated destiny. 

This did not disturb him then. I doubt if it ever has 
much. To learn to know one's self without a title : that is 
a fine principle in life. 

For a time, he answered to the generic "Baby." I 
think he would be answering to it still if Ninon only had 
been consulted. But Cham Broussier, husband of the com- 
mere who nourished him from the stores garnered for 
another little life that had sunk and passed away with its 
foot on the threshold, had meeter notions of propriety. So, 
very early, Ninon, who was the only child of this good 
couple and the little boy's elder by some two summers, was 
rebuked for an implied familiarity ; and baby leapt at little 
more than a year old into full Monseigneur, or sometimes 
(but this was in a way shamefacedly, and only in family 
privacy) Monsieur Robin, which was no doubt his patro- 
nymic d^estime. 

Now, I (to assume the personal pronoun) never went 
lacking kindness, and even indulgence. Yet, in some 
manner — God knows how — I grew early to recognize myself 
for an alien in the household that gave me bread and 
deference. Perhaps it was because, after the pretty Pro- 
ven9al fancy, they would call me the little strayed angel 
who had lost his way in the world — the Lord's white 
changeling, who had touched the white jessamine with a 
sweeter scent from the day of his coming. They had a 
passion for all things white had these Proven^aux — white 
sheep, white dogs, white horses, white pigeons, and, most of 
all, for that little cool pure flower in a fervid land. But 
beyond this sympathy was their repeated testimony that 
with me had come prosperity ; and, certainly, in a sorry 
age they were prosperous, while, as for my own personal 
wardrobe, I went dressed like a count. 

The Castle Farm, where all these my early days were 
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passed, stood on the road between Aries and Ics Bauz, and 
near eqoi-distant from either. It took its name from the 
stronghold of the old dead and vanished Seignenrs lea Banz, 
the reversion of whose estate was vested in modem days in 
the family De Beanflfremont. This family — though not 
claiming, like its freebooting ancestry, the kingship of Aries, 
the princedom of Tarentum, and the lordship of Orange, to 
which last, indeed, the Nassans, through the Challons, had 
made fast their better title — ^retained its local rights of 
seignioralty with a strenuous grip which held even to the date 
of my birth. When, behold 1 as if it were really my super- 
natural commission to exhale a changeling atmosphere, the 
seignioralty lapsed — verily like one of those ant-mined 
houses that suddenly fly into dust — the family disappeared, 
its generations of ghosts were shut for sole tenants into the 
lonely chateau, and the neighbourhood was left to lament 
the vanished feudality which alone had justified it in being. 

Generally, the neighbourhood suffered, Cham Broussier, 
perhaps, excepted. He had his farm, his vineyard, his 
sheep, his field of madder, and, first and last of all, his 
terraces of olive, which, in a stony, windnswept land, were 
of that supreme importance that, during the fiowering 
season, the slightest threat of frost in the air would send 
us all scampering barefoot to Father Bapp and his church 
of St. Rossoline for official intercession. Tet others, too, 
had as much, and went gaunt and out at elbows. Others, 
like Cham, were faithful feoffees, holding their estates, as 
was the time-honoured custom, in unquestioning villenage 
of the De Beauffremonts. Others were as good Catholics, 
as loyal tenants, as devoted royalists. Others — ^well, how 
is the discrepancy to explain, if not thus ? Madame 
Broussier, by first coaxing my little arms to clasp her, had 
hung about her neck a porte-bonhettr that should not fail to 
win her through the worst seasons of luck. And there is as 
little conceit in that suggestion as there is much humorous 
sadness. 

The farm was an oblong building of stone» with a 
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mansard roof, and, at its northern end, twin towers in 
basso-rilievo, between which opened a massive gateway, 
arched and bearing in its spandrels the arms of les Banx, 
a comet of sixteen rays, once silver npon a field gnles. It 
stood very isolated on the rocky plain that stretched all the 
way from Aries to Les Banx, where reared the vast yellow 
crag — with the little town at its foot — which was once the 
keep and home of an imperions race. Looking thence—let 
it be at snndown for effect — one saw, over long-drawn hues 
of desolation, the distant city, the sluggish delta of the 
Bhone, the salt pools of the Camaigne, above which floated, 
like sunset wisps of cloud against an apple-green sky, the 
pink flamingoes with outspread wings and legs trailing like 
guy-ropes. Thence one caught one's rare treats of colour : 
an horizon more vivid than its fori^ound ; an intense sky 
into which one's vision would struggle to penetrate as into 
deep blue glass. But, for the rest, along all the tract I 
knew, was a very grey old land, a land of grey stones, grey 
ruins, grey olives, yet with the echoes of old song, the 
inheritance of an ancient beauty haunting it with a passion 
infinitely tender. 

Provence is proud of its derivations — from the Eomes of 
Augustus and of the Antipopes. But we in Aries traced 
back to Greek settlers, and were prouder by the weight of 
centuries. The amphitheatres, with their crypts and 
galleries ; the Imperial columns ; the avenue of sepulchres — 
what were these but things of yesterday, ashes but half- 
calcined ? Oiar young men made sport, like Milo, wrestling 
with the wild black bulls of the Camargue, which were driven 
towards them by companions riding white horses ; our young 
women (the envied of all Provence, whose wives' disparaging 
c^esi la coiffe passed into a proverb) were the daughters of 
Phidias and Praxiteles. And, amongst the fair of them, so 
fair was Ninon that she was known, even as a child, as 
Passe Bose. 

I speak of that time of semi-reason when I could first 
appreciate what was beautiful ; the time when Ninon was 
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eight and I six ; the time, the last year of mj idle, happy, 
unencambered life in the old sonthem province ; the time 
when, if the emiBsaries of Jacqnes Bonhomme were abroad, 
they failed or did not trouble to Bwoop upon ns in our 
remote byway. And I speak first and last of Ninon, who, 
coming direct from the fragrant dark ages, and singing as 
she came, had overtaken Madonna by the way, and, thus 
assimilating holiness, had flowered upon the present, a little 
evangelized pagan. 

She was very fervid, after the manner of converts, in 
her religion, and dedicated to her friend the Virgin, for 
whom she wore blue. It was her unswerving resolve to 
take the veil by-and-by; and perhaps nothing but that 
innocent foretaste of motherhood which most little girls 
relish unconscious in the doll-days, and which Ninon felt, 
I think, in her devotion to her foster-brother, prevented 
her from petitioning to be a veritable baby novice. It was 
well for me she did not ; for Avignon, the fold of aristo- 
cratic papacy, was within a short cry of us, and the 
Broussiers, though fond parents, would not have dared to 
oppose so obvious a mandate of Heaven. However, so long 
as mine was a present influence, Ninon was content to 
for^o her vocation, and even to reveal to me signs—some* 
times oddly whimsical or passionate — of a temperament 
that surely did not derive — unless through some ancestral 
H^loise — ^f rom the cloister. 

She sang, of course— for all Provence, the unurbane in 
speech, sings and dances — hymns, ballades, pieces that 
ranged from the ''Reapers' Grace," through the topical 
cantefabhf which was song with talk interlarded, to the little 
madcap chansonnette bought from the itinerant fortune- 
teller, who, on a consideration of twoHBous' worth of 
purchase, would let one pull from a ring, threaded with 
scraps of paper, a '' letter," or prognostic of one's destiny 
Ninon sang them all — I wiU not even say with a like 
innocence of construction; for there was a strain of 
naughtiness in her that seemed to read her self-conscious 
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of being a petted child of heaven. She was like the praying 
mantis, the nnhopping gnashopper of Provence, that, while 
it sits npon a hot stone to its orisons, has sn ey« for 
certain worldly distractions. The thing, too, is all, like 
a faiiy, in green and gold. It holds np its hands and head 
in aheorbed devotion. Tick-tick — a little beetle approaches. 
The maatis prays on without a movement — ecstatic, appa- 
rently. The beetle comes within reach, and then — hoop- 
la I One of the praying hands has shot out, snapped back, 
and there is the poor beetle being discnssed by piety, a 
loaf picked np in the desert, 

Tet, now I have said it, I row the analogy is misleading. 
The little girl was not in the least a xainfe nitoudie. Only, 
wc will say, it was her delight that to prostrate herself in 
dcTotion broQght her near the flowers. For the rest, if 
sometimes in impish momenta she used her very innocence 
to scandalize, what shocked propriety conld resist the 
affected scare of two dove-soft eyes, the deprecation of 
an unwitting offence expressed in Greek features of the 
most perfect sobriety ? And her voice I 

Those songs I The whole land echoed and mnrmnred 
with them. At this day words and cadences will thread 
their way back to me through the thronged interval that 
stretches between. I am peevish in the hot sua, and have 
been rnde and even violent to Ninon ; but she is loyal to 
her love, and repays me with flattery — 

" King Bbalt tboa be : ilult be oapUin free, 
Decked aU in gold and lace ; 

A iwocd BhKlL be tMoo, 

And a ladj One, 
To kU her lieart to thj fiice." 

Again, at even, the farm kitohen, with its atmosphere 
Gomponnd of lavender, garlic, and romance, rises, like the 
walls of Thebes, to a ghostly strain. Cham, the serions, 
the tacitnm, has toncfaed his galoubel, the little pastoral 
pipe of boxwood, and is entreating it to express his melan- 
choly. The notes fall plaintive, and Ninon takes up the 
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tale in the low-ohaunted ballad of a knight who, retaining 
wonnded from the wars, dies on the thr^old of the home, 
where, bat a few days earlier, his wife had borne him a 
child. 

** OA, ditei-moif ma mire m^amie^ 
Pourquoi le$ ehehe$ tonnent ainH f " 

implores the childish voice. I have not forgotten a word 
of the Btorj, which is so pitif nl that I mast make a lame 
attempt to torn it into English. 

** ' Mother, dear mother, O. prithee tell 
Why and for whom 8o thuds the bell?' 

'* * Child, but now by the house there went 
The pomp of the Holy Sacrament.* 

** * Tell me, tell me, O, mother, pray, 
The dresB it is meet I wear to-day.* 

** * Child, as yon will : or black or white ; 
Bat black, I trow, were thy better plight.* 

" ' Speak, ah, mother, my dearest one 1 
Why is the soil here newly strewn ? * 

** * Alas I Bat the tmth is better said. 
Thy dear lord there lies bnribd.' ** 

" Voire mart est enierri.^* So let ns have done with these 
shadows. From amongst many, one other only is there 
need to recall — ^the estimable Father Bapp, car6 of St. 
Rofssoline, to whom was dae all the edacation, academic, 
doctrinal, and moral, I received in those days. He was a 
militant Christian, a great pafify man with an overbearing 
voice. '' Always be gentle, be hnmble I " he woald roar, 
as, with mathematical deliberation, he woald set his large 
foot apon a stampeding beetle. '' Let thine enemy smite 
thee right and left if he will. Meekness disarms jostice, 
and modesty suspicion.'* 
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I have wondered since whether it is a magnanimity 
or a policy of human nature to preach down the law of 
retaliation. I noticed, I think, that in this connect 
tion Father Bapp never questioned his own title to be 
smiter, justice, sceptic. I did not like him, nor (uncon- 
sciously) his tee/ihmg or his manners. His face seemed to 
come to a head in the shiny red pustule of his nose. It 
appeared to me that it must be agony to him to blow that 
organ. But he was for ever snorting and blowing in some 
wise. He blew with his flezuous lips all the time he talked, 
and into every spoonful of his soup before he gobbled it. 
Peace to his memory. There was on the roof of his own 
church a rude wind-blowing gurgoyle, which, if it exists 
at this day, may be accepted for his more passable twin- 
brother. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

QoiSQ northwards from Aries, one seizes, at two miles from 
the city, npon his first landmark in the fantastic rains of 
the Abbaye de Mont-Majenr, which swarm for foothold npon 
an isolated crag that spronts from the plain. Advancing 
still, by a rode and desolate track strewn with grey boulders 
and all tufted with sweet rosemary, and sweeter lavender, 
and the mastic bashes most sweet to scent and taste, behold ! 
the Castle Farm, one's second landmark. Thence, still 
northward ; and so, within sight of Les Baux, its feudatory, 
stands (I speak always retrospectively) the Chateau Beauffre- 
mont, the dumb, dead place, of which, through all my 
opening years, I was vaguely, whisperingly fearful For 
it was haunted said the farm people, with no more of 
superstition than of the policy to repress an unseasonable 
curiosity. '* In these days it is haunted : it is evil It will 
be the wise little monseigneur to dismiss all thought of it 
from his mind." 

Did Ninon know the secret of the place ? Her parents, 
I think, concealed nothiug from her precocious incorrupti- 
bility. They made her their confederate in all schemes of 
propriety. When I questioned her, she hung her head to 
my inquisition, murmuring, not '' I cannot," but '' I must 
not." Once, in a long wandering, I broke from her, and 
ran to the tall iron gate of the drive which swept up to the 
house. I caught at the bars — the green ashes of their paint 
stained my hands — and looked through. I could see only 
mossy stones ; a wild choked alley of foliage. Suddenly, as 
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I pressed, the gate gave a little screech, and swung on its 
hinges. I echoed the cry ; then in a reaction to daring, tip- 
toed in. Ninon called to me in terror. I went on ; peeped 
round an elbow of green. There, gaunt above me, the 
ch&teau went up against the sky. I stared : it was looking 
at me : I gasped : I could not turn and run. 

Now, I had once been taken into the Cathedral of 
St. Trophime in Aries ; and, from the deep recesses of the 
doorway, as, lifting the leathern portiere, we were about to 
enter, had eome a sudden wail : *' For the love of God I 
He found my soul dead to Him and He pulled down its 
blinds. For the love and justice of Ood, charitable 
people I " The words, startling in their unexpectedness, 
were uttered by an old sightless beggar who sat in the 
gloom of the porch. As his face grew out of the dark, I 
saw him as if he were listening, not with his ears, but with 
the white blinds that were his eyes ; and somehow, even to 
me an infant, the expression on that face was not submission. 
Well, I tell you that thus the chateau listened to me with 
its blinded windows — its eyes with the white cataracts in 
them. There were curiosity, wicked laughter, beckoning — 
all of these, somehow, in its dead vision. Then the shrubs 
of the drive appeared to bristle — there seemed a secret 
footfall coming down amongst them — ^and Ninon cried : 
" Baby, my little one 1 Wilt thou, then, claim thyself of 
the ghosts, and leave me so desolate ? 0, return to me, 
for I dare not follow I " 

Her voice broke the spell, and I flew back to her, sobbing. 
But after that a horrible attraction emanated from the place, 
so that on any pretext I would coax Ninon to its neigh- 
bourhood — ^perhaps to some high stone of the champaign, 
whence I would brood upon the doud of trees in which it 
was sunk ; or perhaps to some near homestead of Les Baux, 
which, touching the very wall of the ch&teau grounds, 
offered itself the anteroom to mystery. 

There was no house, indeed, of the little dependency but 
what was open to me ; and, in all, an air of mixed curiosity 
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and deference so habitually greeted my coming, that when, 
in this year 1791 of evil portent, the infection of a certain 
political fever began to taint it, I conld awake to nothing 
bnt a vague bewilderment and alarm. Somehow there was 
change in the air : a wind blowing from an unknown 
quarter. It was not yet the avalanche, but it was its fore- 
blast. I could feel it, like the mistral, irritating men out of 
their natural courtei^. It breathed through the chinks of 
the farm, thundered in distant hollows with a sound of cannon, 
made hearts flutter and eyes bloodshot. A fear and unrest 
grew upon me ; I knew not why. Here was only a little 
child, like all children more sensitive to a moral than to a 
material atmosphere. I felt someUiing boding ill for my- 
self ; that / was the guilty object of a stealthy universal 
regard. I suppose, in revolutions, all, from the man to the 
ant, feel the same. But what was perhaps most frightening 
to me was the sight of Cham's darkening face, and a habit 
that came to his lips of low-cursing at all cowards, traitors 
and time-servers, neighbours whom he disowned, tools and 
pick-thanks : what most distressed me was my mother 
Madelon*s unceasing look of anxiety, which, combined with 
her emphasized devotion to myself, smote me with dull, 
shapeless forebodings of some loss and parting between us. 
And indeed, as I know, the presentiment, apparently 
groundless, was common to us both at that time; and 
Madelon, untying her heart-strings, bit her lips to stifle the 
cries of pain. For I had eaten of her, and was at least the 
cuckoo of her nest. 

Still, the year moved on, and was even a prosperous 
year. The soil above a volcano is never so rich as when 
the fires below are rising near to burst. October came, and 
the grey land like blown ashes burst into flame. The tall 
poplars leapt in cressets of it ; every leaf in the vineyards 
was a leaf of gold burning red at the edges ; and amidst all 
the glow the olives rolled their billows of grey smoke. So 
in fire and smoke was consummated the sacrifice. 

Beturning from a ramble with Ninon one morning, and 
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entering the farm kitchen, I stood in astonishment to see a 
stranger seated there. He was beaatifnl to look at, and 
though dressed in the short dark-violet coat of an abb^ (we 
had not yet come to the prohibition of ecclesiastical costnme), 
appeared so little a churchman, that I conld find no gesture 
of reverence for him when Cham, who with Madelon was 
present, bade me make a leg to Monseigneur the Abb6 de 
Beauffremont. The name, however, caught mj attention, 
and I was unable to forbear scrutinizing with curiosity this 
that might possibly be a ghost of my ch&teau materialized. 

He was very white, and smooth in manner with a staring 
smile ; and there was a bloom on his face which, on his close- 
shaven chin, became a delicate meal. Unlike many of his 
kind, the Abb^ de Sainte EspirancB^ he was a priest ordained, 
and wore the tonsure, but very small, and rather as one 
wears a patch for emphasis of an admired feature. His 
hands were like alabaster, long and cold in the softest 
ruffles, and, instead of the customary bands, he wore at his 
neck a frill of Mechlin lace, which was fastened into his 
bosom with a sparkling diamond. 

He greeted me, ignoring my little companion altogether, 
and bade me come to him in a voice soft and husky, but 
which dared me, it seemed, to disobey him. 

** So,*' he said, pinching my red cheek, " a very love- 
apple.** 

There was such perfume in the contact of his hand that 
I tried to draw a little nearer to him. But he repelled me 
at once, gently and quite irresistibly. 

''You must keep your distance, monsieur,*' he said. 
" Your red is not to claim kinship with my purple." 

I stood abashed. 

" What, then, do they call you ? " he asked. 

I murmured, " Monseigneur " (he laughed) ; " and some- 
times Monsieur Bobin," I added. 

The fine gentleman frowned. 

** I object to that," he said, speaking only to me. ** You 
will tell them I object to that, monseigneur." 
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His tone did not alter from its suavity, yet somehow I 
felt it all shot with definite hues of irony, or displeasore, or 
significances not to be misunderstood. 

^' Indeed," whispered Madelon, ^* it is only for love, and 
when we are alone.'' 

I noticed then, for the first time, and with a shadowy 
discomfort, that my mother had been crying, and that the 
sob was still in her throat. 

" For love ? " said the Abbe. " For love of what ? Of 
a rogue better forgotten, or of yourselves ? Pardieu, my 
friends, ia this the little delicate hint of your ability always 
to trade upon a scandal should your services be under- 
acknowledged ? " 

Cham started ; and Madelon cried out, her face as white 
as the Abba's— 

'' 0, shame, Monseigneur, that to us you find it possible 
to speak such words I '' 

He did not twitch a muscle. 

" You should have been whipped once for that, gammer/' 

said he. " But the times " He shrugged his shoulders. 

'' Confess that the term was indiscreet," he said. 

He rose, even while she was answering, and indifferently 
interrupted her. 

*' Whatever the case, be assured your care and loyalty 
shall not suffer by this deprivation. Let the child be made 
ready to accompany me." 

With one swift step she was at my side, and, falling on 
her knees, had snatched my head into her bosom. 

** Not to part at once," she cried. " 0, Monseigneur, 
a little grace ! " 

He half turned, as he was leaving the room, and spoke 
with a certain disliking distinctness. 

*^ Did you miss my meaning, or is it that you desire a 
grievance ? I say it once more : let the child be made 
ready to accompany me to Aries, that I may equip him 
suitably to the state to which he is to be transfenred. In 
the mean time I do not go in a day, or two, or perhaps three. 
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Bat, whenever I return from Avignon, be it soon or late, 
Les Banx ceases for this seigneur of the red cheeks ; bat not 
for you ceases the profit of his care, which shall reach you 
only from another direction than heretofore." 

My mother clutched me in a convulsion of emotion. 

" Monseigneur,*' she whispered, " you know, for all you 
affect not to, of whom I spoke when I spoke of love. This 
charge had been as sacred unrewarded ; though I do not 
say but the money has been welcome. Yet — ah, Mon- 
seigneur, but it was to us all a little compact of love ; and 
now — Monseigneur, I will take no acknowledgment from 
any quarter but that.*' 

He gave a very slight laugL 

"That's as you will," he said. "Nowadays honour 
itself, through its paraphrasing by the rabble, is become 
a vulgarity. That's as you will ; " and he left tjie room. 

The moment he was gone I uttered a dismal wail. All 
this time I had dwelt as if stunned, understanding nothing 
but that here my life of flower-gathering had tripped 
suddenly on a precipice. 

Madelon hushed to quiet me, looking up at her husband 
with streaming eyes. 

" Cham," she said, " must I ? Is my duty in the first 
place to him ? " 

" He is our lord ; to him is the family honour. What 
he orders, in the name of God, king, and our service, we 
must obey," answered the farmer, sadly. 

I read some dreadful fate to myself in this admission. 
I raised my voice again in anguish. 

" I will nob go with him. He is a ghost. He will take 
me to the Ch&teau and devour me I " 

Ninon flew and clung to us. My mother, with caresses 
stilled my cries. 

" Hush, sweetest I He designs thee no harm. He is to 
make thee a little clerk in holy orders ; to charge himself 
with thy welfare. If only — ah, nestling of a robin, why 
must I never see thee, hear of thee, again ? Lest I witness 
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of thy whereaboutB to one who might desire to claim thee, 
her lord being dead, quotha ? And witness I will, should 
she ask it, though for years in pain and sorrow I hunt thee 
the long world through.*' 

Well, I sobbed, and struggled, and was frantic. But in 
the end, being dressed, and taken to the door, there was 
M. de Bean£fremont on a beautiful white horse, at the sight 
of which half my terror died down. He took me, amazed 
and speechless, before him ; and in a moment we were away, 
and the suppressed sobbing of the group at the gate was 
exchanged distractingly for the jingle of harness, for an 
ecstasy of elastic motion, for the sight of the stones drawing 
far under my feet. 

On the road Monsieur the Abb^ questioned me much and 
closely on my habits of life and my acquirements. He was 
not at all pleased at mention of even the little learning with 
which Father fiapp had grounded me. 

" How 1 " he said. " This raboteur^ son of a woodman 1 
What does he, presuming to shape this slip of a stately 
tree? Master Apple,*' says he, 'Hhon shalt note that, 
though preserved in a peasant's loft, thou art from a king's 
orchard. Ay, sir, the orchard of the kings of Aries." 

He lifted himself with a proud inhalation, and, putting 
an arm akimbo, bade me attend to him well. 

*' Cankered fruit as thou art^" said he, " thou art of the 
strain Uiat holds itself above learning, which makes men 
churls; and especially above the bourgeois quality of 
common sense. How are the thoughts of vulgar authors 
less infecting to the mind of a gentleman than are their 
foul clothes to his person ? Tell me that. There is, for 
instance, the man Bousseau, whelp of a cobbler. Should I, 
a De Beaufifremont, take him to my intimacy ? Then why, 
if not the creature's body, his mind ? Condescend so far 
to thy letters as to possess thyself, without strain, of the 
maxims of Messieurs de Bochefoucauld and Fenelon, thy 
peers ; and some day, for my part, I promise that thou shalt 
be an Abb^, like me." 
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That gave me a thrill of delight, though I understood 
little enough of what he said, and I was wonderii^ if I, too, 
should have a white horse, and a bright stone in my shirt, 
when I heard my companion mutter an exclamation, and at 
the eame moment he drew slightly on his rein. 

We were right under the ruins of Mont-Majeur. The 
day was a dead calm. The horse^s hoofs fell without sound 
upon the sand. And so quiet was it that the laboured 
panting of lungs somewhere near was distinctly audible. 

I looked up. There, in the broken glooms, was a 
stealthy figure climbing — a figure with a grey agitated face. 
I turned a frightened gaze on Monseigneur. I don*t know 
if he saw, or if we were seen. We went on without a word. 
I would not have uttered one, indeed, unless at his invitation. 
At a mile further on, as we neared the city, we saw a group 
of people approaching us across the plain. They marched 
all together, as if with some set purpose. Then Monseigneur 
broke the silence. 

*' This learning,** said he. ^* Observe, what it makes of 
men." 

Enough to illustrate his text, to be sure. Soon we and 
the advancing swarm were close upon one another. Then, 
as it was driving by, suddenly it was halted, and sympa- 
thetically, I suppose, we too drew rein. So I took my first 
sight and hearing of a " patriot," the thing that had not 
broken ground our way hitherto. 

It was a very sinister thing, without doubt — ^rude, and 
dirty, and insolent. The priestly 'Hoilette" of my com- 
panion was subject for its most unsavoury laughter. Its 
own tricolour rosette appeared as incongruous on it as does 
a silk garnish on a side of raw beef. It had pikes in its 
hands and pistols in its belts ; yet, to all its perilous banter, 
Monseigneur remained like a stone figure of Disdain. 

A man, a leader of the band, came swaggering hugely 
towards us. His face was like half-scalded swine flesh, 
bristly, rusty, with dark knots on it. His sash was stnflPed 
with weapons. He was slab with drink and effrontery. 
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ThiB, I believe, was the ruffian Jourdan, he they surnamed 
the Headsman. 

"Ho, comrade of the purple I" he bawled. "Hast 
passed an emigrant spy by the way ? " 

Monseigneur regarded him stonily a moment. 

" Be assured, sir,*' said he, " I have not the knowledge 
of a police commissary to distinguish rogues. To me they 
are all tarred with the same brush.*' 

He passed his hand significantly, as he spoke, over his 
daintily-groomed chin. The other's, to be sure, was as if 
smeared with soot. 

Jourdan sacni'd malevolently ; but the Abbe's coolness 
hobbled him. 

"This was a gentleman," he was beginning, scowling, 
when Monseigneur broke in at once. 

" It is decided, then. I have not seen one to-day ; " 
and he touched up the white horse, and we sprang forward. 

A volley of oaths pursued us, and a cry from the 
leader — 

" A hientotj hedge-priest 1 We shall meet in Avignon I " 

I was frightened, but my companion did not exhibit a 
tremor ; and very soon we had ridden up a long avenue of 
mulberry trees, and were clattering over the round stones 
of Aries. 

Here I quickly forgot my fears in the strangeness of our 
business, which was nothing less than to provide me with 
such a little outfit of cloth and linen as I had never yet 
possessed. The day, in fact, was a dream, which was pre- 
sently to deepen into a haunting nightmare. All its lesser 
incidents were merged in the one. 

We were returning, imperturbable, the waywe came, when 
in the vicinity of Mont-Majeur my horseman suddenly 
drew his steed to pause behind the shadow of a rock. 
Immediately, looking up, I saw the neighbouring crag 
break out into a fret of people, whose shouts came down to 
UB like the cries of birds of prey. Such, indeed, they 
were ; but not, as for the instant I dreaded, having us for 
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their quarry. They were the patriots, pounced upon their 
victim, whom they haled to the edge of a precipice dropping 
aheer down to the marshes below. 

" Pardieu 1 " said the Abb6 ; " they are going to cast 
him to suffocation in the mud — a scheme meet to the 
intelligences of swine.** 

I cried out, but he smiled me wickedly to silence ; and 
at the moment the body was flung over, sprawling. It 
seemed to dwell a horrible instant before it descended ; and, 
in that instant, there came an explosion like a shell in mid- 
air, and the thing fell headless. Under cover of the noise, 
Monseigneur clapped spurs to his horse, and we were soon 
beyond range of interference, had any been designed us in 
the distraction. 

^' Was ever the like 1 " said Monsieur the Abb^, walk- 
ing the horse to breathe him. ^'To have the nerve and 
the genius to blow out his own brains at the psychologic 
moment I It was a sport I would not have missed.*' 

I was lifted down all limp and blubbered at the farm 
gate. Madelon had to sit by me through the night ; but 
the next morning, hearing that Monileigneur, after lying 
with us, was left for Avignon, I plucked up spirit to eat 
and drink, and was soon something near a hero in my own 
eyes. Then, in the afternoon, arrived my outfit, and my 
unthinking self-importance was for the moment complete. 

Now the end was approaching. Like a child, plumed 
with the present I forget all about my destiny, and was 
sometimes only peevish because Madelon wept constantly over 
me, and started at every click of the latch, as if she dreaded 
it were that destiny returned. But, in like shape at least, 
it never came again. The days passed, and Monseigneur 
failed and failed to keep his promise. And there were 
always whisperings, and soft foot-falls, and fearful looks 
about the house. Then one day there rose the wail of 
terror, and Madelon came and snatched me to her bosom. 

'• Ah, bonne maman I " I cried, " Is he come ? He 
shall not ti^ke me,** 
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" He has not come," she wept. " He will never come 
now. He lies frozen for ever and ever in the Ice-tower of 
the holy Palace. May God avenge him ! " 

" Then," said I, " why do you. cry ? for I shall not have 
to leave yon." 

Bnt she only bowed her head, and wept the more. 

"It is no place for thee longer, my bird, my bird. 
When the eagle is killed, the nestlings' tnrn arrives." 

He had been killed, indecd,'this eagle, this De Beanffre- 
mont, last of his race — had been gored and trodden nnder 
foot by the very swine he so despised. Descended npon his 
abandoned estate with many purposes, perhaps (bnt, I think, 
one main one to secure and carry away to some secret exile 
the person of a little boy), he had become involved in those 
riots which, dating from the stabbing to death with scissors 
of the patriot I'Escnyer in the church of the Cordeliers, 
had culminated in the fearful vengeance of the Ice-tower. 
A hundred and thirty corpses freezing in their blood there : 
and his to mingle with the canaUle's ! 

I knew nothing of these tragic particulars at the time. 
Only their atmosphere I felt, and that depressed me so that 
at last I welcom^ the thought of any change, any parting, 
so long as it procured me brighter surroundings. They 
kept me close. I was hardly permitted to stir without ; and 
I wept, and pined, and was, I fear, desperately unpleasant. 

One night there was a great light in the sky. I would 
look at it from my bedroom window, though they sought to 
prevent me. It was the old Gh&teau in flames — a stupid 
democratic vengeance. Its long-pent ghosts, made homeless, 
went hissing up into the wastes of dark. I felt sorry for 
them, somehow, and cried myself to sleep. 

Then, on a certain morning, I came down to find a 
stranger, for the second time, in the kitchen. But this one 
was very unlike the other. He was a squab seafaring man, 
with a beard and tarry hands ; and, as I entered, he rose 
and scraped a foot on the floor and pulled his forelock to 
me. He said ; " Voire Bervitor^ moossoo ! " speaking queer 
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French with a tang of ship's tohacco in it ; and I laughed, 
and answered : 'V(9 veux bmprqfiter de voire con^laisanee^ 
monstettr,^* 

He had some talk with my parents, of whom Cham held 
a paper in his hands. And then he went away — ^bowing, 
with a nip to his forelock, as if his head wanted pnlling to 
move it — and there were more tears and embraces. 

At last came the finish. It was the first of November, 
the eve of ** All-Souls," a day ordinarily devoted to 
neighbourly interchanges of hospitality, to congratulations 
on the garnering of the earth's good crops. But this year 
not even the happy celebration could altogether conquer 
the prevailing atmosphere. Ninon and I, carrying a pocket- 
ful of chestnuts apiece, were despatched to bed early. I 
did not complain. I knew that, if I was naughty, the 
annettes^ or spirits of the dead, would come and scratch the 
soles of my feet. 

Ninon and I slept in one crib. I was drowsing in her 
arms, the sound of the voices below lulling me cloudily, 
when the sudden cessation of the murmur startled me to 
wakefulness. A little after, a step moved on the stairs, and 
Madelon entered, weeping bitterly — weeping, as she always 
was now. 

" They are come to fetch thee, my baby, my robin," she 
said, "and thou must go." 

She lifted me out, and dressed me in a suit of my new 
clothes. I will not dwell on the scene. I cried dreadfully. 
It is all a dream that night, of wailing, and swinging 
lanterns, and white faces. Down below were the seafaring 
man, and another — an odd little fop of a creature, very 
slight and consequential, who stared at me as I was brought 
in. He was young — not more than twenty-three, I should 
think — ^with a pale, narrow face, and a callow black 
moustache, brushed up ^ la Henri Quatre to make it look 
important. He wore jauntily a dark roquelaure, and had 
his hat and his elbow cocked akimbo. 

*• VaM Up" tit nichet I " says he, with a theatrical gesture, 
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as if he would embrace me. But I shrank away, which 
seemed to offend him a little. He swept his moustache 
loftily with the back of his hand. 

*' Instruct Monsieur of my standing and mission,*' says 
he to Madelon. 

My mother sat down, and held me convulsively to her. 

^* Hush, sweetest I '' she said to my whimpering. ''Dost 
thou not remember Baton, my nephew — Baton Nagle, who 
went away to England four years ago ? " 

" Pooh, pooh I *• said the stranger, vexedly ; " there is 
no need to hegia at the beginning.*' 

Madelon glanced up suddenly. I fancied a bitter 
thought was trembling in her for expi*ession. But for my 
sake she forbore it. 

*' Listen," she said. *' This Monsieur Baton is a great 
man — the intendant of a great lady. It is she has sent him 
to fetch thee to England, my child, where thou shalt be 
comrade to her little boy, and cherished as her own. 0, 
but thou wilt have love, and fine clothes, and the kindest 
mistress in all the world." 

*' I will not go I " I screamed. " I want only you and 
Ninon I " 

I might sob and cling. My heart near burst with its 
swelling sense of wrong, seeing its pathetic doom in the 
faces of these I had thought my people — feeling the im- 
potence of my grief to move them. It was dreadful. I 
would not listen to their agonized protestations that it was 
for my own safety, solely for my own safety and benefit 
that Uiey must suffer the pain of tearing me from their 
hearts. I repelled them finally, and sunk into a state of 
sullen resignation. 

Then came the end. They were all about me — Cham, 
Madelon, Ninon — ^like hounds baying a fox in the hunts- 
man's hands. They sobbed and entreated me that they 
might live in my memory. Ah, graceless rogue 1 I beat 
them away. I would have nothing more to do with them. 
I repudiated their pretence of affection in a childish frenzy. 
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Bat, at the last — I say it with a shame of thankfulness — 
when the door was swung open, and the night wind breathed 
in, and we were actually gone some paces into it, the 
anguish of my love prevailed, and I sobbed and implored 
to be taken back to them, in agony to vent my inarticulate 
grief on their hearts, to kiss their wet faces and stupefy 
myself in an ecstasy of loss. I cried to Ninon never to 
forget me till I returned some day to marry her, and she 
hung her head weeping, and answered, '^ Ah, but I cannot 
promise that, for I am Our Lady's child 1 " 

So the vision fades, phantom faces of sorrow, misting, 
as I look back over the shoulder of the rough sailor who 
bears me, in an ever-contracting pupil of light And we 
go swinging by the dark flats, the wind chilliDg my tear- 
blown cheeks, until, lo I there is a sound of water, and the 
river runs across the nighty and beneath us rocfas a boat, 
with men nodding over the oar-handles. And we go down 
and get in, and the boat is pushed off, and slides inter- 
minably on and on, till I fall asleep, of the very weariness 
of grief, on my strange conductor's lap. Now some soft 
shock of contact half wakes me, and the onward motion 
has ceased, while the water sings away from us, chattering 
over a hawser which is stuck with a plume of seaweed that 
nods to me. I see this — Heaven knows how I — in a swing of 
lantern light ; and then in a moment we are drawn under 
the high shadow of a wall of curved and oozy timber, and 
I am lifted out and borne up a sort of mill ladder into a 
little closet smelling sickly of oil and pitch. It is, how- 
ever, the state-room of the Polly Baring ; and the skipper's 
lady— Heaven bless her amplitude ! — is on board. She takes 
my tired head to her bosom, and I seem to lie in a doable 
b^ with pillows of sacking. 

" Poor pretty lamb I " she says. '* Set him down there, 
then, and forget all about it." 

If the words are a little charged with rum, they are 
kind and motherly. 

A brebis tondue Dku mesure le vent. 
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CHAPTER III. 

I WAS six weary weeks at sea, preparing myself to be an 
English boy. For this, I may say, I had literally no 
stomach at first. Bnt I recovered before M. Nagle, for 
all that my convalescence was due to an aching void of 
heart as well as of belly. Hunger, however, quickly found 
the remedy to either, and my crop was no sooner full than 
my eyes began, in their turn, to devour insatiably. 

I remember, however, little that is definite of the 
voyage. My mind, recalling it, seems to swing on a 
luminous mist of waves halfway between Provence and 
Hampshire, a thousand odd miles from each. I am not 
sure, even, that it did not then become an eternal settler 
in that neutral spot between two attractions. I do not 
write like a Frenchman, do I ? It would be queer if I did, 
seeing that since forty years I have spoken English. Never- 
theless I cannot, in language, in blood, and in sympathy, 
claim myself more to England than to France. But I can 
covet the fine qualities of both nations, and with my hand 
on my heart can cry St. George and St. Denys against all 
the world. 

I was not seven years old. Is it a wonder that prospect 
and retrospect soon ceased to trouble me ? What an 
experience for a little country sparrow, and still with no 
discordant note of unkindness to impair it I I was petted 
on the Polly Baring as I had been on the farm. Mrs. 
Craddock was all motherliness ; the captain, her husband, 
considered me, and the sailors humoured. I was soon as 
sound and frisky as a colt. 
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We were many days at sea before M. Raton Nagle made 
his appearance on deck. Then one morning I saw him 
leaning against the taffrail and talking to the steersman. 
His face was coming yellow out of green, like a drying pea ; 
but his hat was cocked sprightly as ever, and Mrs. Oraddock, 
panting up the companion at the moment to bring me to 
dinner, he fetched her a bow as fine and stagey as Bomeo 
Ooates, though the blood running to his head made him 
stagger. 

" Well, I never ! " said Mrs. Craddock. " If there ain't 
little Billyboy as fresh as green paint I " 

She was a great shining woman of jolly appetites, and 
her tongue knew no restraint She was chuckling to herself 
all the way down the ladder, and she chuckled as she served 
me. 

" Don't he carry it off with a grace I " she said ; '* and 
his vitals must be wore to pack-thread. Coming and going, 
it's been the same. The first time, my Harry he'd to bear 
the letter that was to summon ye, my chick, because poor 
Billyboy there was that water-logged he couldn't stur with- 
out baling out." 

I adapt from her ridiculous French, of which, like her 
husband, she had a little. I could generally get at her 
meaning, because we two were in a partnership of sympathy. 

" He is M. Nagle," I said. " Why do you call him 
Billyboy ? " 

" Why," she answered, " he's that perky a craft, he'll 
come scraping and bobbing up though his scuppers are 
running." 

She was too nautical for me ; but I understood that his 
gallantry seasoned her contempt for a landlubber. She had 
immense scorn, however, for his business pretensions. 

'*A fine steward," she protested^ ^'to lie abed while 
another does his commissions." 

She question^ me pretty closely as to my knowledge of 
the grand house to which I was consigned. But, as to that, 
it was obvious I could tell her nothing. 
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'^ Well," she said, '* I can acquaint ye so far, that it's to 
my lady Lois's, who*8 late been left a widow, and owner, 
amongst other goods, of the Polly Baring ; and Billyboy 
ihere, that was just an underling in the baronet's time, is 
raised since to steward of all the estates. A fine leap for a 
skipjack, sure, little noddy ; and don't you listen if people 
talk. Bnt, after all, my lady's a Frenchwoman ; and it's 
nature to promote one's own creatures, as you're going to 
learn." 

M. Nagle, the ship riding on an even keel, was quite 
himself on the following day. He appropriated me imme- 
diately, and, giving me fully to understand that I was his 
espechkl charge, patronized and disciplined me in a breath. 

He was very annoyed to learn how Mrs. Graddock had 
been talking, for in my innocence I let all out. 

** Sacr6 1 " says he ; ''I must relieve you of this gossip. 
I will lay a little siege to her fat heart, that she may learn 
the uses of discretion. It is fatiguing, but it must be 
done." 

He put his design into practice at once, manoeuvring 
about that fortress of rather intemperate virtue in a way to 
shake its defences with laughter. But his oglings and pert 
advances had at least the e£Fect of giving the lady something 
other than me to think about. 

Twas an odd creature, this young intendant, and yet 
not so strange a character as he appeared in one's first 
knowledge of him. Touched by the new dawn (I anticipate, 
or revert, a little), seizing, for gospel, upon the first rough 
draft of the new Credo, he was already, in Aries, severing 
himself from the traditions of his race, when he was sum- 
moned to England to enter into the service of a family 
most representative to him of that ancient faith. The 
result was the common result of endeavouring to adapt self- 
interest to principle. M. Baton became at once a snob and 
a progressive ; deprecated allusions to his origin, and 
resented, while utilizing, the patronage of the great. Con- 
ceit had prompted his first revolt ; it represented him now 
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to himself, in his social promotion, incUspensable to the 
rank he pretended to despise. He was become a very coquin 
of parrenns, hating his doom of mean-bom, yet, in his rage 
either of shame or defiance, with no more natural refinement 
than might lead him to adopt, in the process of naturaliza- 
tion, the manners and argot of a vn^rest English com- 
moner. And both of these, to be snre, he had assimilated 
without difficulty, though he spoke the last with an accent 
(scarce imitable, indeed) that made his John-Bullism 
ludicrous in the extreme. 

Still— which is material — ^he was far from being a fool 
to his own interests. 

All this, of course, and more that is to follow, I knew 
nothing of at the time. I wondered at the little man, at 
the revelation to me how importance was not to be gauged 
by inches ; and, for the rest, I dare say I took the snippet 
at his own valuation, and was moved to admiration by his 
struttings and self-plumings. 

He, too, questioned me pretty familiarly about my life 
since he had last been in touch with it. 

''That Ninon,** he would say, fondling his chin, his 
nose in the air (I render him into English, of the sort he 
afterwards made me familiar with), " she's gron a likeable 
mees ; a pretty coy beet of muslin ; and tonish, too. My 
eyes I cannot she r-r-r-rouge to a compliment. I know a 
lady heear and there she'd give the points in breeding to. 
Damme if I hain't inclined to question — ^but no, Mrs. 
Broussier's nevair the sort. Yon deed not think Ninon 
favoured the man De Beauffremont, deed yon, sir ? " 

'' Monsieur the Abb6 ? " I answered, astonished. *' No, 
indeed, monsieur. Ninon is Ninon. Why should she ? " 

" Ah," he said, " why should she, of course ? Yet he 
was a 'andsom fellow, as I remember him, and ambeetious, 
too ; but he take the wrong way to the red. The people, 
that is the real lords, deed not want nothing of old Peter 
Pope. They dyed monsieur's soutanelle for him, and made 
him a cardinal in their own way. My stars, how he must 
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have squirmed I " And he ended with an unpleasant little 
laugh. 

I understood nothing of his allusions, nor was of an age 
to question — as those who read this may — ^how a reputable 
high-bom lady could come to employ such an emissary. 
But as to that, and as to why this noble lady sent for little 
me from over the seas at all, my story is to show. 

Somehow and somewhen this strange interval in my 
life — of waves, and winds, and groaning timbers— was 
accomplished ; and one bright moist day in mid-December 
the ship was stopped in a channel between misty shores, 
and a boat pulling over from the most extended of these, 
I was kissed and hugged by downright Mrs. Craddock, 
lowered into it, and carried away by M. Raton Nagle, who, 
for his part, bore with him, as he most firmly believed, the 
personal baggage of that lady's heart. 

We turned presently into, and pulled up, a long reach of 
water, flanked on either side by shallow slopes of mud, on 
which the ripples of our progress lipped and slobbered ; and, 
steering presently into a tiny bight in the left shore, were 
landed at a private jetty. Here there was awaiting us a 
little open carriage, with a groom standing at the pony's 
head ; and lolled back amidst furry rugs in the softest 
comer of the cushions, was a small, arrogant-faced boy. 

He might have been my junior by three years. He 
might claim priority, patently, in most other things: in 
precocity, in insolence, in chubbiness, almost in height — a 
prize child. Yet his expression was mulish, and was unre- 
deemed by any refinement of feature. 

He wriggled round to stare at me, not offering to speak 
or move ; and all of a sudden was sniggering with such an 
implication of ridicule — ^the little English sirloin — over my 
French oddity, my frills, and my red-heeled pumps, that 
my lean cheeks caught fire. 

Then, instantly, I felt weepingly forlom; cold and 
miserable, too. I looked across the misty estuary up which 
we had pulled; and seeing,' blue and low opposite us, the 
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line of a town, I held out my arms to it, and cried that 
I wanted to go back home — there, over the water, to 
Provence. 

The boy burst out laughing. 

'* 0, my stars ! '* he hooted, speaking, for all his insu- 
larity, in French. *' Look, if he ain*t taking Southampton 
for where he come from I " 

M. Nagle caught my hand sharply, and led me to the 
carriage. He louted to the little boy between servility 
and impudence, grinning, and pulling a face to him at my 
expense. 

" He*8 a precious innocent, Sir Allan," said he. " You 
shall learn him a thing or two. What, sir ! " 

" 0, won't 1 1 " said the child. " Here, you now 1 "— 
and he pushed me away from him, as I entered, so that I 
fell upon the front seat. '* Where're you coming ! " said 
he. ^^ I*m Sir Allan Lois, and it*s my carriage.'' 

M. Nagle laughed high up in his nose. 

"0, there, sir!" said he. "Won't you be'ave nice 
to the dear child your generous Ma's provided to keep you 
company ? *' 

" No, I won't," said the boy. " I didn't ask for him. 
Cry-baby I Go home ! Thought Southampton was 
France I My I won't Mr. Buckley lace you for that when 
I teU hun I " 

M. Nagle, sniggering again, got into the trap and took 
the reins. We drove inland by plashy roads, winding 
through pastures and amidst great bulks of trees that 
seemed the mists gathered into clouds. There was no rain, 
but the air drooped heavy with wet. Here and there blots 
of watery sunshine were swimming up the hills — a starved 
account of warmth for Southern blood. The boy was 
baiting me all the way; grinding his heel on my toes; 
affecting to complain of the space I arrogated to myself ; 
battling against me with his strong knees. And I sat 
miserably rallying my poor little pride, lest he should see 
how I must gulp and gulp to swallow back the tears which 
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appeared to have collected in my throat, and to be rising 
like bubbles. 

Bah I Here, I protest, is a famous bid for petticoat 
sympathy I It was a little trial, which soon came to an 
end — and for ever. My childhood, you see, was all too 
happy. I am desperate, I suppose, to claim what I can 
from sentiment. 

We were not long on the road. Very soon we broke 
from byways into a wider thoroughfare, which, running 
straight down from some scrolled iron gates set in a shrub- 
bery, joined, at a hundred yards' distance, the Hythe turn- 
pike. But the gates were our direction ; and in a moment 
we were through them — though M. Nagle sacri^d the lodge- 
keeper for her slowness, threatening her with dismissal — 
and running up a long drive, with a grassy hollow dotted 
with trees on its left, towards a great stone house which stood 
antique and venerable to crown the slope. 

^'Lo'iscourt," said M. Nagle to me. '' What d'ye think 
of that, boy, after tumble-down Les Bauz and your precious 
old ruin of a ch&teau ? " 

I thought nothing save awe and deep oppression. It 
was a beautiful house, with gabled and muUioned windows ; 
but to me, if all its inmates were to resemble this boy, it 
must prove a house of correction. Yet, in the floating 
vapours, it seemed to grow into our ken as soft and unsub- 
stantial as a dream-place — a thing resolved out of the clouds, 
the waste of which was hardly now detached from it 

Alighting into the porch, I shrank to nothingness there 
before the awful vision of powdered lackeys, and of a hall, 
seen beyond them, in which a great fire, burning on dogs, 
threw gasps of l^ht on black panels, and steel morions, 
and, in the midst, a table with green cloth and red and 
white balls winking on it. I had no time to notice more, 
when the boy, pushing past me, ran against a door, and, 
wrenching impatiently at the handle, burst his way in. We 
heard him crying : '' Maman, maman I I have brought him ; 
and he wept to go home again ; and he saw Southampton 
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and thought it was his old France. He is a milksop. 
Look at him, maman I There he is.*' 

I had been drawn into the room, indeed, by M. Nagle. 
For a little my eyes were dazzled by the magnificence of 
the place, its silks and china and lighted girandoles. Then, 
in a moment, I was aware of its mistress, as she stood risen 
from her chair by the fire. 

Ah I mournful and beautiful spirit, who, floating and 
moaning — ^with the children of Rimini, perhaps — in ihe 
eternal vortices of dark, knowest at last the tmth of that 
wild faith to which thy heart was pledged, forgive me if, 
in holding it my duty to history to record the character of 
that faith, its inspiration and its consequences, I must 
summon thy shadow from its jealous limbo to witness to 
both. Not wantonly, believe me. Let these my memoirs 
so testify ; or perish the obligation I Through love and 
truth I would serve thee, hoping, even, to vindicate in a 
measure the memory which haunts thy tragic grave. Thou 
wert sinned against before a sinner — cause and consequence. 
Maybe, but for the provocation thou hadst died guiltless, 
single-principled, in the odour of loyal sanctity; and 
pilgrims had come to kiss the flettrs-de-lis on thy tomb. 
Let my love believe it, and testify. If in these lines I 
wrong thy memory, seeming to emphasize the evil, call me 
hereafter to join thee circling in the eternal winds of dark- 
ness, and I will answer and obey. As I saw thee first, that 
is how I see thee now ; and shall see forever and forever. 

The lady stood staring at me, and I up at her. She 
was tall and very graceful, with a most beautiful ripe bloom 
on her face, and, to accent it, a dress with a sacque all of 
crespe, and a black velvet bow about her neck. Her hair, 
nnpowdered at the moment, was of a dark auburn ; but 
the fine arched brows beneath were black to match the 
velvet Looking at her, I saw that her mouth moved, as 
if she gasped veiy softly, and that the shadow in the curve 
of her bosom palpitated, stretching and shrinking to little 
spaamB of respiration. Bat she held herself upright and 
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nnapproachable, though her lips, scarlet as dogwood berries, 
parted suddenly to reveal a thread of white teeth in a smile 
of greeting. 

She welcomed M. Nagle in a clear low voice, which was the 
fit music to such beaniy. She thanked him for his faithful 
fulfilment of a commission ; and he replied with a little 
laugh, strangely suggestive of insolence. 

'* That is all right,'' said he. '' I will trouble madame 
only to give a name to it." 
" How ? " she said stately. 

He shrugged his shoulders. I had never realized this 
creature's mean vulgarity till I saw it contrasted with such 
nobility. 

** He lacks a title, madame : even to the monseigneur 
they vouchsafed him over there." 

She did not move ; but turned her gase, quietly and 
coldly, on me again. 

" Can you sing, child ? " she said. 

*' Mais, oui, madame," I whispered : " tant soit peu." 
** It is enough," she said. '' Thou comest to us in the 
winter with thy red and brown; thou shalt be called 
Robin." 

M. Nagle turned away with an ill-concealed grin. 
** 'Tis a precious good invention," said he ; ^* and on 
the spur of the moment, too I I will leave you and 
Monsieur Bobin together, and go about my affairs ; " and 
he swaggered out of the room. 

The moment he was gone, the boy ran to his mother. 
«' Look at him, Maman I " he chuckled. ** Ain't he a 
milksop, crying to go home again to his Frenchies ? " 

She pulled her skirts away from his touch. Her eyes 
glittered at him. 

^Irreclaimable little islander I" she said. **What 
wouldst thoUy if transported to France? Go, now, go; 
and leave me to question this that is to be thy comrade." 

The boy, making a secret face of derision at me, edged, 
lingering, ftom the room. 
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" Are you cold, child ? " said the lady, as the door shut 
in a voice as chill and soft as snow. She had taken my 
hands with the words. " My God I " she said,'/' they are like 
ice. Come to the fire and warm them." 

She drew me to the blazing hearth, and knelt beside me 
as I stood. There was something swelling in my throat. 
I conld not fight it down. In a moment my long-pent 
misery was released, and broke away in a hurry of sobs. 
Her eyes were close to mine. I saw them dilate and fill. 
Then in an instant she had thrown her arms about me, 
and I was lying on her breast. 

" Robin, little Robin I " she whispered, " why dost thou 
cry ? 0, is this the time to, when thou hast found a home 
and a mother ? " 

I wag BO astounded that my grief halted then and there. 
She saw my wonder, but continued to clasp me ; turning 
me this way and that ; fondling my face with her white 
perfumed hands ; crying and speaking oyer me in broken 
ejaculations. 

'^ Thy mouth, thine eyes, thy hair. Look, look at me, 
whom thou hast never seen, by whom thou hast never been 
seen before I Is it not so ? And all the time the long 
seas were slowly, slowly closing in their shores that we 
might meet at last. Is not that a wonderful destiny ? Is 
it not, child : that thou who hast walked so far, homeless 

and motherless " 

She checked herself all of a sudden, and, releasing me, 
sank back, crouching on the rug. I thought she was dis- 
enchanted of me, because I responded nothing to her 
caresses ; but in a minute she pushed back the hair from 
her temples, seeming to collect herself, and pulled me to a 
close seat on her lap. 

*' Listen, my baby," she said. '^ Dost thou think me 
beautiful ? " 

" 0, madame, as the angels I " I whispered. 

She smiled, and sighed. 

*' Alas I Is it to be an angel to undo what we love ? 
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But I am clever, too, monseigneur. See, I will tell your 
little age to a day. It is six years and all but nine 
months.'* 

" Yes," I acknowledged. 

" There I " she said. " Now I will surprise you again. 
Before I married and became Lady Lois, I lived in an old 
ch&teau near Les Baux, and my name was De Beauffremont." 

" 0, madame I " I gasped ; for this indeed brought me 
near home. 

" Yes," she said. *' But that is always to be a confidence 
between ns ; for whom does it concern now ? The old 
house is gone in fire, and its master, Monsieur the Abbe, in 
blood. He was my uncle, Robin ; the last in direct suc- 
cession of our ill-fated line. And now I alone am left, who 
for love's sake am English. And for love's sake, mon- 
seigneur, you shall be English too — will you not ? " 

" Yes," I whispered again. 

" That is right," she answered. " Though we will not 
forget our native tongue. And that for love's sake too ; 
but not for love of Monsieur the Ablx^. What dost thou 
say, Robin ? " 

'* He frightened me, madame." 

'^ Ah ! " she said, in a voice so suddenly changed and 
harsh, it made me shiver. "Let him answer for it — ^the 
man who loved honour so purely, that he would make 
himself a thief to maintain it. It was well for thee he 
returned not from Avignon, else " 

She caught herself back, as once before, and fell silent 
for a little. 

" Are you warm yet, Robin ? " she murmured presently. 
"Mon Dieu, if I do not know, knowing my son, what 
chilled thee I He took all the rugs. Was it not so ? Well, 
it is for the first time and the last. Do you guess why I 
have sent for thee over the seas ? To make for my selfish 
boy a little corrective ; and thou, child, being without ties 
in the old unhappy land yonder, wert chosen by me for the 
duty. 0, but it shall be a light one, and directed by love I 
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Now, thou mtiBt call me ' Madame/ Bobin {alas, ihe word on 
thy pretty lips I) ; but think of me always as mother, how- 
ever else I seem." 

She held me, mnrmnrlng over and kissing me for the 
last time. 

'* It mnst only be thus on holidays — ^my holidays,'* she 
said. '^ I bind thee to this loyal confidence, we two knowing 
what our hearts know." 

My heart, indeed, answered proudly for itself — so 
proudly, so surely, for all its half-formed understanding, 
that when in a minute she rose, bidding me do the same, 
I took no panic of the old chill of reserve which seemed to 
fall upon her at once, but stood, in a silent glow of happi- 
ness, awaiting her wishes. 

She pulled at a little handle set in a wall ; and, when a 
lackey appeared — 

<^ This child is to be known as Master Bobin," she said, 
cold and precise. ** He is adopted by me for a companion to 
Sir Allan, and is to be treated like your master. Take him 
upstairs, if you please, and commit him to the charge of 
Nurse." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Befobb that blazing fire, on that dark December afternoon, 
was I rebmiiy as it were, to find myself in the arms of the 
beantifnl woman who was henceforth to be my life's in- 
spiration during its most eventful period. Behind the 
Imowledge of that reincarnation lies Provence, a sweet, 
mystic land of dreams such as that whose old, shadowy 
reflection fades day by day out of the eyes of speech-near- 
ing babies. I did not soon forget Cham, and Madelon, 
and pretty Ninon ; yet very soon I grew G^y of claiming 
actuality for those shapes of the past, whose essence was so 
remote from the wonderful realities of the present. And 
madame even did not encourage me to dwell on them, when 
once her gratitude was informed of every detail of the 
dutiful affection which had earned it. As the young 
mother grudges that shadow in her infant's eyes, so, I 
suppose, did Lady Lo'is the memory in mine. And of all 
my ghosts, she least relished the thought of the one that 
had suckled me. 

Now, over these days of my second babyhood it is not 
my purpose to linger unwarrantably. Striding through 
the years, I pause only at the essentials, or at such facts as 
seem essentials to me. 

When I was first landed at Lo'iscourt, its whole house- 
hold—their master being lately dead — ^was in mourning ; 
but the widow, perhaps, the least formally of all. And this 
I say significantly, as an indication of her character. For, 
Q an age of strict conventions, she had the courage to 
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adapt thoee to her will, instead of adapting heraelf to what 
would have been in her case an expression of false senti- 
ment. There had been (I was going bo say, " I fancy ; " I 
will, out of the strong candonr she taoght me, forbear the 
eqniTocation) no love wasted between her and the baronet, 
her hnsband. She wonld testify ontwardly to the Bolemnity 
of death, bnt not to her regret for the dead. The first 
she wonld hononr, as others hononred it ; but the second 
she would not hononr throngh a lying pose. Therefore she 
went robed in bhtck, and not in widowhood. 

This was the woman -. quiet, stately, self-willed, swaying 
by her heavenly beauty — she was but twenty-six when I 
first knew her — ^her voice a low mosic to woo or wound ; 
her attitude bo unapproachable by preflumption, that, until 
I learned the reason, her promotion and endurance of the 
man, her steward, were never leas than a marvel to me. 
But DOW — to end this matter — I will say at once how hia 
place was the contemptnona wagee of silence, and how she 
made it her policy to nse the reptile on that understand- 
ing, unto such time when her chance would arrive to put 
her foot on him — a perilous design, as was to be shown ; 
and unjust, in the meanwhile, to the tenaute and retainers 
of Lolscourt, who hated, and had reason to hate, this 
upstart, becftuse, like most of his kind, he would think to 
disprove his inherent lowlineas by arrogance and abuse of 
authority. 

Madame, indeed, had not the strain of logical justice in 
her. I say it with the less reluctance, because the hick 
in itself is no more than characteristic of hei sex, in whom 
intuition takes the place of reason. And a sprightly and 
forcible substitute it may be, until when, dared by passion, 
it overleaps itself. And then shows its weakness ; iuae- 
much as, not being reason, it will refuse to acknowledge, 
perhaps is incapable of realizing, its error. And so passion, 
aa the right dominant force, is allowed to justify its own 
issues in women who go lacking reason. And so, and so — 
well, if we expect resson of an animal's instinct, or justice 
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of a woman's intuition, we are on the way to spoil creation, 
whose perversity is its charm. And so, and so — ^with the 
flippancy that hides an aching heart, I have touched the 
keynote of a tragedy. 

Much else, to make her either admirable in power or 
fatal in persnasion, had thisbeantifol woman in abundance : 
brilliant peroeptiyes, generosity, deep affections, a burning 
loyalty to her faiths, an invincible prejudice in her mis- 
trusts ; never, alas I an incorruptible sense of fairness. In 
illustration of which I will cite — with, at least, the wisdom 
of antiquity to vindicate her, in similia simHibtis — an 
instance of how she would cure inconsistency by setting 
an example of it. 

Now, it must not be supposed that she allowed me to 
presume upon the emotional nature of our first meeting. 
Prom the very outset of my new life I was given to under- 
stand that her will to train me English was never to be in 
question at all. Curiously — in despite of natural inferences 
to the contrary, seeing to whom she owed her expatriation 
— she loved the country of her adoption ; its national life 
and character ; its independence and deadly directness. She 
talked its language — ^the whole household, indeed, seemed 
equally facile in the two tongues — with scarce a thought of 
accent. She would have me blunt, manly, unsentimental ; 
honest above untruth ; fearless in maintaining the right. 
And so, to initiate me in such plain principles, one of her 
early acts was to set me wondering over a display in her of 
singular partiality. 

She had, for the child baronet, a tutor to her mind in 
the person of Mr. Buckley, a dry, shrewd pedant, who con- 
sidered neither fear nor favour. To this capital creature 
was my education also committed, which, to undertake, was 
to go about it his own way, much to my profit. He began 
by ruthlessly weeding out of me that very spirit of meek- 
ness which Father Sapp had taken such pains to instil. 

" Hypocrisy I " he roared, when !• admitted one day 
that if he said such and such a thing was right, right it 
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mnBt be. '^ Am I here to swamp reason, or to direct it ; 
to make saints of ye, or men ? Yoa would propitiate me, 
little sir, by accommodation. Ha I I know you, and the 
cure to your complaint. Touch my vanity, and it will bite. 
Now, I warn you, if you would gain my approbation, defer 
to reason, but not to me, unless in your opinion I speak it. 
What I shall Homer nod, and be justified in his folly by a 
skin-tingling, politic brat ? '* 

Again he would cry, ** I want no saintly Pharisees I 
The spirit, the spirit for me ; and let the form go hang I 
You botch your task. Master Robin, and think to disarm 
me with an aspect of anxious pains. I will show you your 
mistake presently. I will convince you, on the faith of my 
wrist, how an Englishman shall take his duty seriously, but 
never himself ; how he shall make up his mind shrewdly, 
and so fearlessly speak it ; how he shall back his every 
conviction, as if he had a stake on it. Oo to, with your 
duplicity! I want you frank, not Prankish. I would 
rather yomr sauce than your goose; would rather your 
straight defiance, which I should know how to answer, than 
your lip homage, with the laughter in your sleeve." 

Oood, strenuous soul. He made me, I may say, hewing 
character out of the smooth block I brought to him. If 
my new mother re-bore me, my vigorous re-weening was 
due to this uncompromising nurse. Of the upshot it does 
not become me to speak; more than to suggest how, 
perhaps, a combined suavity in speech, and truculence in 
conduct, how a certain principle to be so considerate in 
violence, that the harder I struck the softer should be my 
apology, before or after, was the natural resultant in me 
of the workings of two systems so opposed as Mr. BucUey^s 
and Father Bapp's. 

Sir Allan, my small comrade, being less precocious in 
book-knowledge than in general worldliness, had learned 
little, I think, but how to use his dulness to the friction 
of this irritable man. His tlank round face was, I am 
mire, a perpetual aggravation to Mr. Buckley; and one 
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day, moved beyond himself by some obstinate display of 
imbecility, the tutor smacked it. A violent turmoil ensued. 
The boy, pursued by his master, escaped from the school- 
room, and ran roaring to seek liis mother. My curiosity 
permitting me by no means to stay behind, I followed, and 
was an uninvited witness of the scene. I^y Loiiis having 
heard, and imperatively imposed silence on the boy, turned 
to the tutor for his version. He gave it adequately and 
simply. 

"Very well," she said. "I sanction Mr. Buckley in 
these means to enforce knowledge on a pig-headed pupiL*' 

She pushed the child coldly from her. 

" Where ignorance will not, ignorance must be made," 
she said. " Go back, and remember my words.'' 

That was small comfort, to be sure. And now for the 
corollary. 

A few days later, for some piece of impertinence Mr. 
Buckley cuffed my ears, and immediately, to test his prin- 
ciples, I threw an inkpot at him. 

" That is very well," said he quietly, though a great 
splotch of ink was spoiling his small-clothes. " You fight 
like an Englishman ; and, like an Englishman, shall acknow- 
ledge handsomely when you are beaten" — and with that 
he produced a cane, and gave me sound reason for such 
acknowledgment, while Master Allan sat gloating. 

Now, it is true, I had no warrant of precedent for 
carrying this grievance to my mistress ; but I had, little 
toad, some warrant of remembered confidences to presume 
upon. In any case, I sat whimpering and resentful till 
school hours were over, and then went straight to head- 
quarters with my complaint. Instantly, even to my wonder. 
Lady Lois took my hand and conducted me back to the 
schoolroom, where the tutor still lingered over some task 
with his other pupil. 

"Mr. Buckley," she said, a stiff asperity in her voice, 
" to break obstinacy is well ; but I woidd have you bear in 
mind, sir, that a high spirit is better disciplined with reasot." 
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He faced her grimly, and, without bending, grimly 
answered — 

"You speak of my little rally with Master Bobin 
yonder ? With submission, madame, it f^^ reasonable to 
set my mark on him that set his on me : and in the like 
place — of that I was careful." 

" I take your submission better than your wit, sir," she 
answered coldly. " I wish this boy to be trained manly ; 
and I must say that in meting him the same punishment 
for audacity that you do a mule for obstinacy, you show a 
lack of discrimination. I can only trust a mijBtaken notion 
of his friendlessness was not to account for your severity." 

She gave him no opportunity to answer further, but 
swept away imperiously ; and I slunk in her wake, looking, 
perhaps, for some fondling, which, nevertheless, I did 
not get. 

Now, this little scene had its effects on all concerned, 
but on me more healthily than on my fellow-pupil. To 
him, without question, it was a villainous lesson in injustice, 
which was to bear certainly no wholesome fruit ; and from 
that day, I think, his poor narrow soul learned finally to 
regard me with a jealousy which never forgot itself in all 
our subsequent relations, and which was to find its con- 
summation in a deed of revenge which wrought the undoing 
of many lives. 

In the mean time, though I had triumphed, I was not 
happy; for somehow I could not escape the impression 
that my mistress, for all her advocacy, did not in her soul 
approve the method I had taken to secure it. And there- 
fore, I think, it was with something like relief that I found 
Mr. Buckley, the intrepid man, prepared to set me right 
with my own conscience, and that without the least 
hesitation. 

" Monsieur," said he, the moment I entered the school- 
room the following morning, "yesterday I received my 
dressing ; to-day, h vow la bcUh; " and he stalked to the 
<Ioor, shot it, and faced me with the cane in his hand. 
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" Lady Lois," says he, " desires me — ^you heard her — 
to make a man of yon — presnmably an Englishman. Now, 
Master Robin, there are two plain first principles in an 
English boy's education : one, to tell no lie ; two, to tell 
no tales. I regret to have you on the second count, but 
madame must be obeyed ; " and the fellow did actually then 
and there give me a second drubbing. 

I was too astonished to protest. But, whether convinced 
by his casuistry, or moved by my own sense of humour, I 
held my tongue as to this supplemental basting, and the 
result was that tutor and boy became fast friends. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Now and again, Hiongli ver; nirel;, did mj miatresB fsvonr 
me with sach carcsBee aa she had met me withal, and oven 
Btill more infrequently aa mj years and my intelligence 
moved forward. Bnt she took small pains to hide how I 
grew in her favour, nntil at last, making a formal adoption 
of me under the family name, she came to accord me all 
the rights of a son, and a pet son, of the house of Lois. 
She had said, when Sir Allan monopolized the rags, that 
it was to be for the first and the last time ; and, indeed, so 
it proved, nntii, for all indication to the contrAry, I might 
have been, of ns two, the very lawfnl heir to the baronetcy. 
The boy's tactics veered qmckly from bollying to something 
like subservience, and we became, in a sort, companions, 
thoi^h rather as enemies hobnob dnring a snllen armistice. 
For the disease had been sown — the jealousy and wrong ; 
and lying in the flesh of a dull revengefnlness, where it 
awaited only the conditions favourable to its enlargement, 
coald not fail to wax in promise of virulence as the 
nepotism on the bate of which it was nourished came more 
and more into evidence. And that it did, I fear ; and in 
proportion aa Lady Lois indulged me, she grew harsher 
and more disliking towards her young taronet. 

In the mean time I came gradoally to familianty with 
the wonders of my lot; its realities, ita expectations, its 
Borpriscs. At first, to hare the run of this atupendons 
place, with all its amazing grounds and appanages, was 
sufficiently Btunning ; but when, on the head of this 
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ecstasy, rained ponies and pocket-money, I felt that I most 
either evolve of myself a calm philosophy of happiness, or 
else sicken, like a stnffed pastrycook boy, and reawake to a 
disenchanted world. However, I had always for corrective 
my education, which was conducted with rigid inflexibility, 
on his best English principles, by Mr. Buckley ; and, for 
the rest, madame was strenuous in her encouragements to 
all manly sports and exercises. 

We had many visitors at Lo'iscourt, and I think my 
mistresses hand — as may be imagined of so fair and well- 
lined a member — ^was asked by every eligible lord and squire 
within twenty miles around. Allan and I always knew 
when a neighbour was sickening to his declaration by the 
recklessness with which he tipped us; and perhaps even 
there — so Machiavelian waxes tiie dullest squireen in love — 
I came in for rather more than my share of the guineas. 
However, they might have kept their gold to line their 
pockets, for aU ike advantage it bought them. The lady 
was not to be induced to change her state, having, indeed, 
burning schemes other than matrimonial to engross it. 

From my first knowledge of her, she was absorbed in 
the great events happening in her native land. A passionate 
royalist, her soul answered to every tremor which shook a 
distant throne. I believe she was always in intimate 
correspondence with agents, and even members, of the 
Bourbon family. One might have followed the couise of 
that family's tragic fortunes in her face. And when at 
last king and throne crashed to tlie ground, the thunder 
of their fall seemed to settle upon her brow like an iron 
crown, whose weight should not pass with time, but furrow 
and whiten where it sat. 

My youth, during all this period, is a vague memory 
of shadows that came and went in the midst of grosser 
actualities : of strangers, soft-footed and sleek in manner, 
who were looked at askance, and sniggered over, and a little 
jostled by the ruddy fox-hunting squirardiy of Hampshire. 
I did not favour them much myself, for my new British 
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proclivities would bj no means run to their secrecy and 
rather grimy self-importance, their closeness, material as well 
as moral. They would be long closeted with my mistress, 
and perhaps an hour after would be gone. They were 
seldom with us more than a day or two. Their visits were 
pregnant, no doubt — ^for me as much as for any, though 
neither I nor they may have supposed it at the time. But 
I was never allowed to disparage, in madame^s presence, 
these snuffy ministers of Destiny. Despite her will to train 
us English, she brought up both her son and her son's com- 
panion in the fervid faith of Bourbonism. Maybe she had 
a prescience that certain insular qualities would be meetest 
to a task that should presently be imposed upon one of us. 

Thus mystery tempered the plain atmosphere of my 
childhood ; and that, at least, was wholesome for romance, 
without the spirit of which a man cannot come of age 
properly. Facts we had in plenty, and of those Mr. Buckley 
was principle expounder. He talked little but politics with 
Lady Lois at the dinner-table, always citing our favoured 
constitution for the ideal of government. He was very hot 
against a certain Sally Claw, to whom he attributed the 
degeneracy of France. Was England ever greater, said he, 
than under Elizabeth and Anne ? A woman dominant, 
under dominating ministers, was the perfect state. He was 
not sure but he would abolish kings altogether. Lnagine 
that sweet Madame Elizabeth, the French monarch's young 
sister, swaying the sceptre, with M. Mirabean to counsel 
her. Oiven such a partnership, he would pledge any crown 
in the world to popularity. 

Madame laughed at him. She had plenty of humour, 
though she was so reserved and proud. 

" 0, fie ! " she said ; " to wish to make royalty your 
cat's-paw I A poor little hand to have picked that gross 
C!ount's chestnuts out of the fire for him. There were two 
miles of mourners at his funeral. I think, had it happened 
as you say, he would not have been content but the line 
stretched from Paris to St. Denys, instead of completing 
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itself at the Pantheon. Also, Mazarin made his mistress 
beloved of the people, did he not ? " 

" She was not a good woman, nor he a good minister ! " 
cried the tntor. 

*^Enfin^ said madame, *^yon will not, I see, guarantee 
my sex. Kings' daughters are not all angels." 

" But they are all women," said Mr. Buckley. And, for 
my part, I have come to think there was soundness in his 
theory, though for long I wondered that he could be so hot 
on it, seeing, on his own showing, the evil that had been 
done by this very Sally Ctew, whom I took to have been a 
former ruler of my native country. 

Occasionally, M. Baton Nagle— or Mr. Nargle, as he 
preferred to be called — was honoured with a seat at madame's 
table. This fellow, unlike my foster people, his relatives, 
had no natural refinements to win him through difficult 
places. He did not try tricks of familiarity, it is true, for 
it was not his policy to imperil his promotion by presuming 
on it; and he was doubtless sufficiently aware that his 
mistress would not hesitate to crush him, in such case, 
though the act brought his fangs to meet in her foot. But 
he was insolent by disposition, and that, ¥rith the conscious 
upstart in him, made him an unpleasant companion at table, 
where he would feed like a scavenger, and pick his teeth 
afterwards, to prove the superiority of Nature's to Con- 
vention's gentlemen. Bah, the little cad ! He was always, 
somehow, prejudiced against me, though it had been the 
prudent part of madame's policy to make him her envoy to 
the Castle Farm. But I think, perhaps, wishing to claim 
me of his own social kindred, he hated because he envied 
me the superiority of my station. For the same reason he 
ingratiated himself with Allan, whose sympathies in that 
respect were not difficult to engage ; and presently the two 
came to consort freely, having— or supposing they had — a 
community of interests in thwarting me. 

That, however, is to anticipate. In the meanwhile my 
life went royally, full of joy and bustle and healthy venture. 
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I learned to shoot, to fence, to sail, to ride— sometimes even 
with the hounds — ^to play billiards and cricket. Save for 
my venerating creed of Bonrbonism, I became, in short, a 
typical English boy. 

My one carpet accomplishment was singing ; for somehow 
I had a voice, and a natural gift of producing it in defiance 
of systems. It was the soft facnlty of mine most cherished 
of my adoptive mother. 

Occasionally, not often, she wonld take ns on a visit to 
London, and we would see AstleyX and Yauxhall, and the 
lions at the Tower. Madame did not go much into society 
at these times, though her rank and beauty brought her 
eternal solicitations. We stayed at the house of her agent 
and man of business (en passant^ he died before Sir Allan 
came of age, a fact which has its bearings on my story), 
which was situated in Lincoln^s Inn, near the old theatre 
become a barracks in my day. Here she would be engaged, 
for the most part, with strangers of that indescribable 
foreign caste to which we were all habituated at Lo'iscourt, 
though from time to time an English friend would find his 
way to a welcome there. I remember one of these exceptions 
(he was the author of the ^^ Castle of Otranto," though I knew 
nothing of that at the moment)— a gouty, half-paralyzed 
old dilettante of near eighty, with an expression between 
caustic and finical, and his yellow face jarred into innumer- 
able fine cracks under the shock of disease. He hobbled 
over one day from his house in Berkeley Square, and sat in 
the sun with us an hour, talking French politics. Allan, on 
this occasion, was left behind in the country, and I was 
alone in town with his mother. It was soon after the 
murder of the king ; and madame wore deeper black than 
she had for her husband. The Earl of Orford nodded and 
smiled kindly to her. 

" Poor little widowed faith 1 " says he. " But you were 
bred a Catholic, n^est ce pas^ and will remember your 
Tenebrae. When the Temple seems darkest there is still the 
light to rise from behind the altar." 
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" Ah, yes I The resurrection from the Temple," mur- 
mored madame, with a strange kindled rapture in her face. 

The old gossip looked at her curionslj. 

'' I seem to see a vision here," says he ; " something like 
a reincarnation of the beautiful Douglas, who used her arm 
for a bolt to keep out regicides. I wonder if the one will 
be as efiPectiye as the other ? Your arm is too fair for a 
door-staple, madam ; and, anyhow, they can find no pretext 
over there in Paris for treating the son as they have the 
father." 

** Mon Dim ! " said madame, in her smiling, collected 
way. '* My lord is very subtle, and all the world knows how 
he prides himself on making mysteries out of nothing." 

The old author chuckled. 

'* Is it so ? " said he. *' And does the world guess how, 
making his mysteries, my lord makes game of it ? Well, 
well, after all, Lady Lois is not French, but English. She 
would let her arm be broke for Ouelph, but never for 
Capet." 

He caught sight of me as he spoke, and called me to 
him. He had seen Allan before, but me never; yet, 
strangely enough, he took me for the other. 

" Hey, my dear baronet," he said, '' and which are you 
going to be ? You stand, like me, between England and la 
Belle France, and, like me — claim it to your credit — ^you 
incline " (he bowed to madame) " to the beautiful. How- 
ever, I suppose, having a stake and a title in the country, 
you must decide for England. After all, that has its place 
in Creation. It serves for grindstone to our neighbours' 
wit, although, as such, it must be kept very properly in the 
back yard of the nations." 

Madame laughed, but did not put him right ; and as for 
me, I resented, like a very convert, his unpatriotism too 
much to condescend ta 

He put a hand upon my arm. I noticed how it shook, 
and how it was all knotted with chalk-stones. 

" Do you know," said he, ** who made the first English- 
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man ? It was Promethens carved him out of a airloin ; 
and he has been beef ever since.'' 

He sat mnrmnring and chnckling. The day was warm ; 
his eyelids hung languid ; his old wit went burring on, like 
bees in a bottle of syrup. 

" Yes," he said, ** he comes of a gravy stock. How the 
creature flames periodic with inspiration, I can't pretend to 
say. There must be poetry in oxen, since Jupiter made 
himself a bull. But the wonder is that imagination should 
recur in him, seeing the discredit it suffers in his native 
land. I vow I have never ceased marvelling that my 
^Castle' sold a copy. It is that that keeps me alive, I 
think, since I have grown like Sauntering Jack, with little 
power to marvel at anything." 

So he ran on. I did not see him again, and his marvel 
suflSced him, I think, for only another year or so of 
existence. 

It was during this visit to London that I was made to 
accompany my mistress on a strange journey. We took 
coach one wet day, and were driven tlurough a marvellous 
intricacy of streets to a little graveyard wedged in amongst 
houses in an obscure quarter of the town. It was a desolate 
place, the drearier for the rain and wind and the clotted 
sobbing of gutters. We drew up opposite an iron gate, to 
which a shallow flight of steps led. I could see, beyond, a 
tumbled throng of stones and the tossing of black trees. 
Madame directed the driver to apply at a neighbouring 
shop for the key. " No call, my lady," says he ; and he 
showed how no more than a hsunk of twine did duty for a 
broken lock. 

In a minute we had alighted and were within. My 
companion was closely veiled. She led me on by the 
hand, and I knew somehow that I was to express no word 
of the wonder that filled me. Suddenly we stood beside a 
little squat building like a Noah's Ark. It was the mortuary 
diapel, and I saw a marble tablet let into one comer of 
its streaming wall *'B. L." was written there, and, 
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anderneathi ^' Le temps passe mais Vamitit rests ; " that 
was all. 

^' Bobin," said my mistress, veiy softly, '^ do yon see 
how high the graver has put the initials ? I think he left 
his task half finished. Look ; there should be others added, 
I am sare." 

She led me forward, and wrote under the '^ B. L." with 
a pencil on the stone the initials ** N. de B.," and endoeed 
both sets in a bracket. 

** There," whispered she ; ^^ does not that show more 
finished ? I want you to promise to have it done some 
day." 

She said no more; but when we were in the coach 
i^in she suddenly put her arm about me, and was crying. 
Truly, there was some rare sympathy between us, which 
sufficed me for the strangeness of this adventure, and my 
mistress for a fearless confidence in my trustfulness. And 
now, at a thought, it drove me to cry out in an inspiration 
of emotion — 

^' Maman, this is only to be for us two, is it not ? " 

She caught me at once with convulsive stress, mourning 
over and kissing me. 

** 0, my cMid I my child I " she whispered — " yes. 
And pray, with the poor soul who put her heart into that 
cry, that it has found its way, amongst all the nameless 
graves, into the one where it should be understood." 

She was very quickly mistress of herself again, and sat 
upright and proud, speaking no further word ; but she still 
held my hand. 

We drove on and on through the rainy streets, by 
way of steaming rookeries where horrible obscene things, 
spawned of the reek, appeared at the coach windows, and 
clung and chattered there, and dropped off as if glutted, 
and so fell behind, giggling and dancing in our wake of 
mud. Sometimes the rattle of stones underneath jarred 
our teeth ; sometimes our wheels squelched along causeways 
which were mere beds of spongy timber rotted in liquid offal. 
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All the way there was recnrrently presented to ns, in gaps 
between the tottering, frowzy tenements, the vision of a 
noisome ditch, which rolled its pollated waters through the 
very heart of the town, cleansing abomination with corrup- 
tion. Now this fluid muck would coil distant, now near, 
and I would see it coming with an oily swing out of tunnels 
mothered with fat filth, or turning the comers of houses 
glibly on deposits of its own slime, or disgorging from its 
secret depths nameless horrors, which would swirl a moment 
near the surface and sink again. And, in all its course, it 
was never so near the character of water that it could be 
said to wash the foul walls it ran by. 

Once, from the scabrous throat of a sewer, I saw a 
sudden figure emerge, unkempt, encrusted with mire, his 
clothes stuck here and there with what looked like huge 
black leeches. He shrieked, and beat at these with a stick, 
and they dropped one by one and scuttled. They were rats, 
in fact ; and he was one of those nnnameable vermin that 
grope, waif -seeking, through the intricacies of this Cloaca of 
the Fleet, and that are not seldom smothered in its gases or 
stifled in its mud. 

By-and-by we issued into a district less foul by com- 
parison, yet sinister enough, though on a scale more liberal 
than the other. Here the disease of humanity was less 
endemic, if I may so describe it. Wickedness went flaunting 
and bawling after a varied pattern, its nucleus a great 
blank, windowless building, with little to break its monotony 
but a low, triple-arched porch in the middle, and, rising 
from that a yard or two higher than the line of roof on 
either side, a square tower. Here, once more to my wonder, 
we stopped over against a grating set in the blank wall — a 
sort of cage like those which, in some old cathedrals, contain 
the gruesome eflSgies of mortality ; only in this the stone 
corpse had quickened, and was glaring and howling behind 
the bars. 

*< Remember the poor prisoners I " it quavered, and shook 
a wooden box with a sound of bones. 
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"Robin," said my miBtress, shaddermg and averting 
her face, " go and give the poor man this. It is right it 
should come from yon." 

She pnt some gold into my hand, and I was afraid, bat 
went. As I crossed the kennel in the rain, the thing throst 
out its skeleton arm with the box towards me. It was 
horribly like a monkey asking for a nut. I dropped the 
coins in one by one — their weight made the old limb 
tremble and the old eyes shine with greed — and was glad 
to be reconmiitted to the monld and straw of the hackney 
carriage. But I carried with me strange ghosts of discom- 
fort, which are not altogether laid at this day. And at this 
day, closing my eyes, I see again the squalid stones and 
black, tossing trees, and hear the voice of the quickened 
dead cry, *' Remember the poor prisoners I " as distinct as 
though the impression were of yesterday. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

I BEST only at one other milestone by mj way before I end 
my childhood^s journey. It is essential to the context, or 
my honour and inclination both would pass it by. 

I was thirteen when Mrs. Yan Boost and her daughter 
Esther took up their residence in Hythe, a waterside village 
some three miles by road from our gates. Mrs. Yan Boost 
was a clergyman^s widow in depressed circumstances, a 
distant connection of the late Sir James, and I think she 
came to settle near us — a more intimate patron having 
lately disappointed her in his decease — with the design to 
play upon Lady Lois the whole part, invulnerable in its 
abjectness, of a poor relation. In herself she was insignifi- 
cance embodied, though a little belied by an expression as 
if her teeth were always on edge from sour grapes. Her 
apparent claim to distinction of any sort was in mothering 
Esther ; yet her life — of genteel poverty in many lands — 
had not been void of lustre. Her husband, a sporting 
missionary, had been devoured by South Sea cannibals, and 
a very remarkable relic of him survived in a thigh-bone, 
beautifully carved into a back-scratcher, which had been 
recovered by a punitive expedition, and presented years 
after to the widow. She has shown me this pathetic imple- 
ment with gloating tears in her eyes. I think she regarded 
it as her passe-parlouty her key to social consideration. Like 
Samson, she triumphed over the Philistines with her bone. 
She had generally a taste for bones, indeed, and kept her 
baby-girFs first teethi the whole twenty of them, set into 
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a dainty barbaric bangle. The memory of that bracelet, 
odd as it may seem, is always a little pathetic to me. 

Mother and daughter were announced for the first time 
one wintry afternoon when I was sitting alone with my 
mistress. I looked up, to see a little anxious, yellow physi- 
ognomy with sharp eyes conning us propitiatory from the 
threshold. A great black-velvet bonnet, streaming drapery 
to the waist, held this apparition, and the most attenuated 
form continued it to the floor. But over its shoulder, as 
the moon looks round a crag, showed a ghost of a different 
complexion — something as much out of the common, but 
infinitely contrasted — a vision of the loveliest serene face 
crowned with a coquettish hat then much in vogue, and 
called, I think, a paysanne. Seeing this vision, my heart 
fluttered out to it, like the dove from the ark to a new 
world, never, as it thought, to return. 

*^ Mrs. Van Boost I " said my mistress, rising. 

** 0, la ! I'm so frightened ! May I reelly come in ? " 
giggled the visitor. * So much to venture I " she said, 
advancing reluctant, as Lady Lois stood to give her greet- 
ing. '' Groodness knows I'm in the last terror what you'll 
think." 

*' Indeed ? " said the other. ^' I'm sorry I'm the un- 
conscious cause. Won't you sit down ? How long it is 
since we've met ! and time has dealt handsomely with you, 
Mrs. Van Boost. I protest you haven't altered in the 
least since I last saw you : let me see, when was it ? " 

*^ I don't know ; I can't say," gasped the visitor (her 
quick eyes were aU the time taking in her surroundings). 
*' I'm too fluttered to think or to know what I'm doin'. 
0, Lady Lois I " she cried suddenly, clasping her hands. 
" Will you, will you be kind to us, now poor Peter is grass ? " 

I gave a little involuntary choke of laughter, and 
cowered in confusion. 

^^Any connection of the family has a claim on my 
r^ard," said my mistress, with a strange surprised look. 

The visitor cried out in rapture. 
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^' Then I dare to tell yon. WeVe come and settled in 
Hythe ; there now I — the sweetest cottage — jost like 
Lazaros, and very thankful for the crumbs, indeed. Now, 
mj goodness, it^s out, and I'm terrified to death.'' 

" Hythe is very quiet and pretty," said Lady Lois. " I 
think it wise of you to settle there." 

Mrs. Van Boost threw up her hands exultant. 

*'0, the relief 1" she cried — "and remembering Sir 
James, too, with his heartless saying that it needed a 
savage to stomach poor Peter I Believe me, ma'am, our 
ambitions are so very moderate ; and the least condescen- 
sions will be gratefully acknowledged." 

She turned to me, with the most sudden wheedling 
expression. 

"I submit my duty to the head of our house," she 
said. "There's no mistaking Aim, ma'am, for any but 
your son. Look, Esther, my love I - How genuine I A 
Lou all over. May I shake hands with you, cousin ? " 

I accepted her little fulsome claw, too abashed to 
explain. 

"2 j9r0^8," said my mistress, quietly, "this is not 
Sir Allan, but a little fellow I have adopt^ to be brother 
to my boy. We call him Bobin Lois, and are all very fond 
of him." 

The visitor, far from being hipped, was in ecstasies 
over my charms. 

" He might be your child," she said ; " and I can flatter 
him no greater than that. He requites your kindness — as 
we all must, my dear — in the sincerest way" — and she 
conned me, I thought, with a sort of surreptitious wonder. 

Now, at once, finding her ground undisputed, she 
seemed to merge quite rapidly into over-confidence — and 
confidences. She ran into infinite trivial details about the 
economic penalties of her life, and was pertly inquisitive as 
to the manner of ours. She could with difficulty be checked ; 
and, before she was ended, she had negatively claimed her 
hoBtesSy I do believe, for patronees, chaperon, and general 



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 



59 



mistress of deportment to the f orUicoming destinies of Mrs. 
and Miss Van Boost. 

And, as for me, what was I doing and thinking while 
she ran on ? Why, mjr eyes, during the whole time, were 
for the yonng girl who sat apathetic in the background. 
She was a beantif nl sleepy child — of about my own age — 
with purple-black hair and a colourless skin. The im- 
pression she gave was all of warmth and softness and 
languor, and, even at that period, of a self-conscious 
superiority to the necessities of mental effort. Her full 
needs, to be sure, were supplied in the rich endowments of 
nature. She was an assured pet of it, and ripening early in 
its sunshine. 

She was thirteen, and I was thirteen. I had lived these 
many years with loveliness as spiritual as it was material ; 
but here was the first time I had seen the animal in a 
creature unvexed with soul. Perhaps an English climate 
had failed to lower the temperature of my Proven9al blood. 
It seems ridiculous to say it, and yet unsaid is unsatisfying. 
I was in love with Esther Yan Boost from that moment. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

The Van Booste were conBtantly at Lo'ificonrt. I desire 
to say about them what is necessary, and that only. 
My fascination by the beantifnl child, my dreams of 
snccooring her from fantastic perils, my ecstasies when 
she was kind, my rages of jealousy when she preferred 
Allan — these the sense of hnmour may recall, but that 
of generosity refuse to dwell on. After all, I was the 
fool ; as, alas I I would I might have been the only dupe 
in the end. 

Let him be ashamed that thinks evQ. I am sure 
children may feel all loye^s hunger without its voracity. 
Romance is so very real to them, that they csknpluy no part 
in it. Love only poses for its own ends in manhood. I 
doubt if we ever love purely after fourteen. 

Generally, I think, Esther showed the greater favour to 
me. I don^t know : she was so superior to emotions of all 
kinds; and I speak certainly without the final warrant. 
She was tropic and indolent — ^not the best companion to 
healthy boys ; and of this, I believe, Lady Lois was fully 
cognizant, though she said nothing, following her own 
schemes quietly, and foreseeing the inevitable period to the 
farce. At the same time, I am sure, the girPs mother, 
whatever the obsequious role she played in public, was 
something more than a negligible influence in private. 
What she surmised about me I have never known. Of her 
design — as it was formed to await maturity — I can speak 
with a certain conviction. It was to engage her cldld's 
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affectionfl to the adopted, not to the legitimate son of the 
honse. 

Maybe, sospecting Lady Lois's ambitions, she despaired 
of the higher flight; maybe she foresaw in favonritism 
the better investment. I know, at least, she never rested 
in fulsome allusions to our mutual fondness ; in becks, and 
winks, and transparent stratagems to presume our common 
interests. She jarred upon my young idyll, although I was 
her cynosure. Her daughter, on the other hand, answered 
her with a real or affected obtuseness. The two had, I 
fancy, many little scenes in private. 

M. Nagle, also, must lend himself to the occasion, form- 
ing a party with his youthful lord against the little tuft- 
hunter and me her unwilling j?r(?%^. It all resulted in an 
absurd condition of things: a precocious drama of dolls. 
Still, it must be remembered, dolls matured quicker in the 
past days than now, when the world has grown so suddenly 
old as to leave us all childish by contrast. Boys, dying 
before thirty, swayed France under the Yalois: Danton, 
Bobespierre, Desmoulins shared some ninety years amongst 
them when they rose to shake the world : St. Just was 
twenty-seven when his sun went down in blood. Lives 
soon found their passions when they must hurry to fulfil 
themselves against the cheapness in which they were held. 

Lady Lois was, as I have said, a silent observer of this 
drama. She may have under-estimated its significance ; 
she may have thought it her better policy to let it run its 
sawdust course. Without obtrusiveness, she kept the whip 
hand, no doubt, and was even indulgent to the nonsense 
in her consciousness of power to put an end to it when 
she chose. It must have figured a pathetically trivial per- 
formance to a mind engrossed with the business of a real 
and freezing tragedy. During all this time she would come 
to include me more and more in her confidences to Allan on 
the subject most intimate to her passions — the destinies of 
a fallen throne. Loyalty to these was the theme of her 
yearning insistences. She laid no impositions upon us in 
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the matter, exacted no promises ; but she always assmned 
onr profound sympathy with her aims, and our nnqnestion- 
ing intention to devote some day onr lives and all that we 
might possess of fortune and inf nence to the sacred cause 
of restoration. 

Now, to me, bred in worship of her own ideals, her 
words were nothing but a stimulant and inspiration ; but in 
the case of Allan, heir to an English title, and with no 
natural bent to enthusiasms, the seed fell upon Btony ground. 
He did not confess his (boldness, of course^he was in too 
much dread of the de Beauffremont. He even simulated 
some responsiveness. But the dull heart of the boy was 
never fired ; and quite early, I think, his resolve was made 
against devoting himself to a fantastic mission, in the ethics 
of which he was not concerned. And, indeed, I cannot 
blame him ; for his ties were to the estates, and to the 
baronetcy he was destined to ornament. 

It was in the spring of '99 that the shadows, as it seemed 
to me, began to come thicker and faster. They might have 
been concentrating about some focus of operations. I had 
occasion to notice it, though my own little affaires de cceur 
absorbed me pretty fully. I noticed, also, how my mother 
(as I had come to call her now) grew to a strange wrapt 
excitement in her manner, and was at once more impatient 
and fonder in her family relations. Often I was conscious 
of the scrutiny — ^half exalted, half wistful — ^which she fixed 
upon Allan and me, as if she were intent on selecting her 
sacrificial ofiPering from her little flock. Once, after such a 
pathetic inquisition, she called me to her, and sat stroking 
my hair, as she murmured caressingly — 

" If the sacrifice calls for the best of our fruit, it is surely 
the pet lamb that should offer himself, is it not, Bobin ? '* 

And I answered, ^* Yes,'' dutifully, knowing nothing of 
her drift. 

Then, " Allan," she cried quickly, " is it not so ? " 

And the boy, busy with his pki^, looked up loweringly 
and said — 
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*^ I don't know what jon mean, mamma ; bnt I'd rather 
the pet lamb was sacrificed than me.'' 

She started, and seemed abont to flame to bitter retort ; 
bnt allin a moment drooped her head, and poshed me from 
her. 

One day I was snmmoned to her bondoir. I fonnd her 
in the company of two strangers — a middle-aged woman 
and a girl of sixteen. These people were standing as I 
entered, and both tnmed to me with cnrions smiling faces. 
The elder's was f nil of an eager invitation, the yonnger's of 
a qniet snspense. She was a composed slip of a girl, this 
— tall, hardly formed, with pretty grey-gold hair and soft 
saintly eyes. She was dressed, as was the other, after the 
scmpnlons simplicity of a French peasant, and her only 
accent of non-conformity was a pair of little shapely bnckled 
shoes. These I observed, and then, all of a sndden, stood 
staring at the demnre chaperon of white linen that framed 
her face. When had I last seen a caiffe such as this ? 

*'Well?" said my mistress, cold and soft and drily 
cnrions. 

I felt my skin go scarlet, and then pale. 

" It is Madelon and Ninon," I stammered, whispering. 

The elder woman gave a little broken chirp, and came 
at me with quivering month and brimming eyes. 

*< My lamb I my heart I my little master I " she cried, 
and paused on the instant, and looked round imploringly at 
madame. 

'' Go," said my mistress, straggling against the woman 
in her. '*To take a kiss of him — ^my God, it is not much 
to pay back of all that he once robbed from you I " — but she 
tamed away, as the other clutched and abjectly devoured me. 

'* How like I how like I Ah, madame," wept Madelon, 
" but he repays your nobility I " 

" Well," said Lady Lois. " And have you no greeting 
for your old playfellow, Robin ? " 

I struggled, abashed and burning, from the gloating 
arms. Do not judge me too hardly. It was not shame of 
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these kind folks I felt, bat of myself, in my cnbbishness, so 
bossed ont of all dignity. I was grown very English. 

I went to Ninon, my face an ensign of embarrassment, 
and held ont my hand. 

"How do yon do, Ninon?" said I. "And how is 
Cham, and the farm, and Father Sapp ? " 

The girl answered my glance steadily ; bnt she did not 
appear to notice my proffered greeting. 

"Alas, monsienri" she said. "Do yon not know? 
We are long exiles from Aries, because of our faith, and we 
go now to live in Lisbon." 

Madam broke in — 

" It is true, Robin. I did not think it fit yon should 
know sooner. These good Broussiers shall be an example 
to all the world of self-sacrificing loyalty. Bnt be content. 
There will ccmie a day when our sun will return to regild 
their fortunes; and, in the mean time, they are not 
forgotten." 

Shame now pricked me to the heart. I was insistent 
for Ninon*s hand, and, holding it, spoke to her with a little 
gush of the old fondness. 

"And so thou hast not taken the vows yet, my little 
sister ? " 

" No, monsieur," said Ninon, dropping her lids, " be- 
cause there are duties that detain me before I am called to 
that peace. But I am long, in Belgium, a novice in the 
convent of the Holy Sisters of Woe." 

Somehow it gladdened me to hear this. Somehow, 
perhaps, the guilt of a childish promise, long semi-con- 
sciously regretted, was lifted from me by the quiet assur- 
ance. Ninon, of her own initiative, had absolved me. I 
seemed quit of a little indefinite shadow which had pursued 
my pursuit of Esther. In the relief, I became glowingly 
patronizing. 

" I am pleased to see you again, Ninon," I said. " Ton 
must count me always your friend. You are very pretty, 
and always the same. You are not changed a bit." 
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The girl, gently withdrawing her hand, gave the ghost 
of a smile, with her eyebrows raised. ^* And yon ? How 
abont yon ? ^ they appeared to ask. Bnt she did not speak. 

Madelon, however, had no scmples of faith in this 
grown cnckoo of her nest. 

<< To see him so brave, so fine I " she mnrmnred from a 
fall heart. " My flower — my bonny shoot grown a king of 
lilies 1 It makes my heart ache with joy. Ah, madame, 
confess be betters the little lord himself, though so like 
him too." 

She had seen Allan already, as we were playing upon 
the lawn by the window, before my summons. 

*^ Tata toij enthatcsiaste I " said my mistress, frowning 
kindly. ** Do yon think so ? Well, I also, perhaps, have 
noticed it. But now we must dispense with our lily, seeing 
all that is yet to say between us, and how M. Baton delays 
to pay his duty to his aunt" 

She bent and kissed me, with some intentional implica- 
tion of our close confidences, I believe, and whispered in 
my ear, *^ Between us two, monsieur I " which won a fond 
intelligent snule from me. 

I was dismissed to a rapture of tears and blessings. I 
was not, little ingrate, unwilling to escape. Ninon made 
me imcomfortable, and I did not want to see her any more. 
Moreover, I resented how, by a curious perversity, my irri- 
tation affected my feelings towards Esther, so that for the 
moment her figure lapsed from enchantment. Then I set 
to worrying over the thought how, should Ninon remain 
here many days, I could best simulate that fancy freedom 
which should spare me rival jealousies, without endangering 
my ultimate credit with the little Van Roost. A precocious 
intriguer, to be sure, and doomed, for his meanness and 
conceit, to a deserved catastrophe. 

It fell that evening, with startling nnexpectedness. 
The widow and her daughter were at dinner with us. My 
soul was at peace, my heart restored to a new luzuriousness 
of devotioDi because the Broussiers were oome and gone. 

p 
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They had shown themselves, and passed bat like the other 
shadows, after all ; and, if I felt any remorse over my 
behaviour, I salved it with the sophLstry that my real 
feeUngs, struggling for expression, had not been given time 
to find it. 

Mrs. Van Eoost praised, as usual, each course in order — 
the sirloin (never was bullock in providing one more con- 
scious of his august responsibilities), the patties and almond 
pudding and soup, the venison pasty and pigeons. She 
showed the courage of her opinions, too, and kindly stimu- 
lated her daughter by her example. 

" Delicious I " she said to everything. " My goodness, 
Esther, you are never going to pass that by ? To affect, 
child, that w^ve the right to be dainty ! I never did." 
(Her sharp, tired eyes took perpetual stock of the meats to 
follow.) "Only to think of our own poor little ragouts 
and scrambled eggs and the like ! *' she tittered, " and to 
compare 'em with this I Ton spoil us, ma'am. Between- 
whiles has come to be quite a fast with us, I assure you.*' 

" Why, indeed, I hope not," answered my mistress, with 
a queer little smile, " as we are going very soon abroad to 
Uve." 

Mrs. Van Boost gasped, and put down her knife and 
fork. 

" To live abroad I " she echoed, a faint cord of resent- 
ment, of which I am sure the other was conscious, sounding 
through her wonder. 

" Yes," said my mistress, quietly. " I think I did not 
tell you. We move to the Continent almost immediately." 

Mrs. Van Boost had a mortal struggle with herself. It 
was plain she was fighting to repress a scarce-controllable 
chagrin. Why the other was going, and whither, and for 
how long ? What was to be done with Loiscourt in the 
mean time ? What was to happen to Mrs. Van Boost and 
her daughter Esther, induced by false representations to 
settle, a sort of honorary feoffees, under the shadow of the 
family patronage ? These questions, for a moment, I believe, 
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trembled on the verge of utterance. Bnt they fell back, 
fortunately for her, and found their only expression in a 
rather evil one. 

** Well,** she said presently, a little hoarse and shaking 
in her voice, ''you know your own business best, of 
course," 

My mistress answered her with a look of such cold 
astonishment that she collapsed, and began to falter an 
apology. 

'' There,'* said Lady Lois, stopping her. '' I am some- 
times a little hard of hearing, and really, for the moment, 
I thought you were questioning my freedom to act as it 
best suits me. But I was mistaken, of course.** 

Festivity, after that, made but a lame show of recovery, 
and as for myself, I thought every mouthful would choke 
me. This news, indeed, had struck me as windless as 
Mrs. Van Boost. The blow had fallen without a warning, 
and I sat positively stunned in the sense of utter bereave- 
ment it implied. I knew better than to ask the beautiful 
autocrat of my destinies for an explanation, but my wistful 
eyes must have wounded her, for all her inexorable aloof- 
ness. At the same time, feeling this cataclysm somehow 
connected with the visit of the Broussiers, I hated Ninon, 
and longed some day to be revenged on her for coming 
thus softly and insidiously between Esther and me. I 
looked achingly at my girl love. She sat as apathetic and 
indifferent as if she had heard or cared nothing. Allan, 
too, dwelt stolid on his food. But he possibly may have 
been in the secret. 

When dinner was over, I carried Esther away with me 
into the park. There was a defiance in my manner, which 
my mistress noticed, I think, but was kind to ignore. No 
doubt she knew and pitied the soreness in my heart, and 
was willing I should procure what salve I could for it. 

It was a soft and glowing evening. A young May 
moon rode in the wind-list, like a sailiiig nautilus. The 
rabbits were bobbing and cropping in the long turf, a 
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gleam of quiet water shone far off through the trees, and 
all was peaoe aronnd, and wretchedness within me. 

'^ Esther/* I sud in a fall Toice, coming to a stop when 
we were remote from observation. ^* Esther I '* 

*' What is it, Robin ? " she asked. 

Her soft, untroubled tones, the figure of her, standing 
shapely in her flaming gown, the pure white crescent of her 
neck, and dark hair piled in ardent contrast, took me with 
such a grief of loss that I could only gasp and shiver. 
There was no flaw in this child for love to stumble on. 
Love himself, I think, had moulded her without. 

" Either," I implored, " don't you care ? " 

" About your going ? " she said. ** What would it 
matter if I did ? •' 

I cried out on her. " The whole world to me I It is 
cruel — cruel, to have let me go on like this, and give me no 
hint how she was making her plans to part us." 

" Well," said Esther, " she has the right if she chooses." 

" Esther," I said miserably, " don't you really care ? " 

^I shall be sorry to go back to the old life," she 
answered. ** It was dull, and it was nice to come here, and 
to have Allan and you fighting for me." 

«' Nothing else, Esther ? But Allan is a child, and it 
is not he that is in the question at alL" 

** I like you very well, Robin. Perhaps you will not be 
gone for long." 

^* But other people may step into my place, Esther, and 
then I should either die or kill them. Esther, won't you 
write to me ? Won't you promise yourself to me ? " 

"0, you silly boy," she said. "We are only children. 
And what would be the good ? If they want to part us, 
they will. You had much better be wise, and go away and 
forget me." 

I was standing close up to her, and, moved by some rare 
tender impulse, she put her bare arm about my neck. In a 
moment, burning out of bashf ulness, I had her round the 
waist and was kissing her. 
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She tried to push me away at first with a little anger. 
Bnt sooD, finding herself powerless, she laughed and stood 
passive. Then, desperate in my gnilt, I declared I would 
never leave her go till she promised. 

^' Hush ! '' she whispered. '* Some one is coming.*' 

"I don't care," I answered. "They may find us like 
this, if they wiU." 

" Very well," she said in a vexed way, " I will promise — 
there. But I tell yon it's no good." 

She stood a moment rearranging her hair, then moved 
a step, turned suddenly, dropped a kiss like a roseleaf on 
my lips, and sped for the house. 

I did not follow. I dwelt " like Mercury new-lighted," 
in ecstasy, half afraid, doting on my sudden manhood. 
Time and distance were neutralized ; Ninon was foiled ; 
everything was possible. 

In a week we were gone, making with aU despatch, and, 
for the whole of my information, with any or no object, 
for the Maas. Lo'iscourt was shut up, and its business 
relegated to the hands of agents, while M. Nagle, to his 
obvious disgust, was taken with us. No doubt this fripon 
had expected to be left behind in sole charge and control 
of the shelved estates; but no doubt, also, his lady had 
other designs, of which this step was, I think, the first 
towards his dismissal. 

We were all pieces, indeed, on madame's political chess- 
board, and must move at her caprice. It was no use for a 
pawn to protest his insignificance, or to rebel against a 
campaign because his own petty contribution to it seemed 
irrelative. In this move, the disposal of M. Nagle may 
have been a consideration ; the dropping of the Van Boost 
incubus, another ; my heart-cure, pending the finish of my 
education, a third. But these, at the same time, were each 
cleverly appropriated to the grand plan, which was to 
adjust kingdoms, not sentiments. The end, of course, was 
in tb^clouds— it might be instant or remote. Yet oould I 
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have seen, on that clear May morning, as we dropped down 
Southampton Water, how I was started to traverse the 
ultimate gulf of my separation from the sweet licensed 
dependence of boyhood, I should have foreclosed upon my 
own history with a broken heart, I think. But, luckily for 
us, the gift of prophecy is heaven^s most select order. A 
man must be very sure of himself to covet it, and quite 
superhuman to get it. And so, a year or two of exile from 
Esther being the most my imagination could compass, I 
built on that shifting foundation, and was sweetly, not 
hopelessly, melancholy. 



END OF PAKT I. 



PART 11. 



CHAPTER I. 

At Lo'iscoarty Allan and I were used to make fine sport 
with jomping-poles, leaping pooLs and hedges and gnllies. 
Those were the right pilgrim staves of adventure, which I 
would recommend to all who cannot ride to hunt. You 
spurt, yon swing over, you alight— on what exciting novelty 
of ground ! Symbolically, these good ash levers are the 
very requisites of romancists, who skip therewith the blanks 
of daily commonplace, and so make their narratives a 
succession of events. Now, I will emulate this admirable 
example, by running my staff into mid-channel, and 
swinging over an indifferent lapse of years into Berlin. 

It was here, in the spring of 1804, that I first made the 
acquaintance, in M. Coutelas*s billiard saloon, of the most 
attractive and most sinister personality I have ever known. 
M. Coutelas kept a cafe and fencing school in the quarter of 
Old Cologne. From his eating-room windows one could 
see the great statue of the Elector of Brandenburg as if 
riding over the Long Bridge, like Don Giovanni's com* 
mandant, to close one's feast with terror. That fancy 
might occur to one during the interval of waiting for one^s 
potage de toriue. Afterwards all emotions were concen- 
trated on M. Coutelas's excellent cuisine. 

He was a very characteristic product of his age, this 
restaurateur. The son of a Lyons wigmaker, he had, as a 
yontb, ^* cut " an unprofitable trade ; enlisted in a royal 
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regiment ; earned promotion ; been broke for some infamy ; 
taken service with la Boessi^re, the great Parisian fencing- 
master ; left him, and joined the republican troops ; run 
away (notable swordsman as he was) at the siege of Toulon ; 
been captured by the English, sent up to Dartmoor, ex- 
changed, and shipped to Guxhaven, whence he had made 
his way to the Em^r^ court at Blanckenburg, and, through 
the intervention of the Due d'Avr6, a former patron, been 
accommodated with a place in the royal kitchens. Thence 
he had accompanied the fugitive Comte de Lille to Mittau, 
in Courland ; had, doubtless, during that golden lull in the 
princely misfortunes, reaped his harvest of perquisites, and, 
when the lull was ended, had dismissed himself to Berlin, 
where he had started with his savings a cafd, which, for 
reasons of gastronomy and moderation, came to be much 
frequented of that order of emigris who, to the last denier 
of adversity, would be constant to their stomachs, though 
the soles might be dropping from their boots. 

Well, Goutelas could oblige them there and in other 
matters ; though, I think, his business suffered desperately, 
especially as r^arded Junker patronage, by the connection. 
He was a coarse, loose-lipped rascal at this date ; yet his 
hand had not lost its cunning (wherever required) at a crab 
sauce, any more than at ** button-holing " an opponent with 
the foils. Most of his history, by all accoimt, would not 
stand looking into ; but that he had oftener than once, in 
the old days, touched with a chalked button the redoubt- 
able Chevalier de Saint-Oeorges himself was a point at 
least to his credit. 

One day Allan and I had been playing billiards in this 
fellow's saloon, and I had gone to '* clean up *' in a little 
sky-lighted lavatory to the rear of the building. There 
was a basin fixed here, with a tiny grated ventilator set in 
the wall just above it ; and I was bent down, slushing my 
face with water, when through the miniature grille a sudden 
impression of figures somewhere below me flickered and 
caught my attention. I cleared my drowned eyes, and, 



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 73 

craning my neck, peered inqoisitive, the impression was so 
odd. It resolved itself at once into nothing less seemingly 
ill-assorted than the rogne Gontelas himself, a tall loose- 
limbed cavalier of a very fine and hnmorons demeanour, 
and a pig, a youthful, chubby, well-nourished porker, to 
whom the other two were flicking their fingeis coaxingly 
while he snufSed coyly about in their neighbourhood. I 
was immediately absorbed in this strange little divertisse- 
ment, so grotesque in its particulars. Coutelas, I could 
hardly suppose, kept swine. There was no accommodation 
for them in the place into which I looked, which seemed to 
be a sort of shippen, or lean-to, the roof of which, pierced 
by a dormer, took the wall above my head and shut in all 
very private. But then, no doubt, the affair was essentially 
gastronomic, and the stranger some new imigri of a curious 
palate. Indeed, I was resolved upon this explanation, when 
I saw Coutelas bend down, a little ball of something in his 
hand, which he held out insidiously. The pig, with a poor 
affectation of unconsciousness, approached in an ever- 
narrowing orbit. Coutelas dropped the ball on the stones. 
The pig paused, squinted, stretched out his neck and snuffed, 
swerved in one piece, turned, came on again, and scooped 
up and gulped the savoury lump. Instantly, the two men 
rose erect, nodded to one another and stood at tension, 
while master pig scuttled squeaking. 

My curiosity was now jumping ; and even the more so 
when I saw the conspirators, by a common guilty impulse, 
it seemed, glance up and around, as if to assure themselves 
of an inviolable privacy. I started thereat, and shrunk 
away ; but I need not have feared. The ventilator was 
like tiie mole-eye of conscience, an unbetraying insig- 
nificance to any but him that looked through it. 

There followed a considerable pause ; and I was 
wondering what Allan would think of me for my dawdling, 
when all in a moment a very shocking little ^ma began 
to shape itself out of the comedy down below. I saw the 
pig siiddenly hunch over on his side, and begin snapping 
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out his legs, and crying in a voice horribly like a stricken 
baby's. The pain of the sound was abeady penetrating mei 
when, to my dismay, I saw Coutelas approach the victim 
with a heavy whip in his hand, and immediately begin to 
thrash the poor jerking creature with a hurry and lust of 
cruelty that were quite appalling. Madder and madder he 
struck, flogging down the revolt of the tortured limbs, of 
the choking voice ; beating as if he would beat the flesh- 
coloured thing into a jelly. The sight was sickening. The 
short legs of the animal galloped in air ; its body heaved 
and bounded frenziedly ; then, all in an instant, the vital 
spark being slashed out, subsided and was still, its muzzle 
yellow with foam. 

Immediately, Coutelas threw down his whip, wiped the 
sweat from his forehead, and, kneeling, began to scrape 
away this froth, very gingerly, with a knife, and to collect it 
in a saucer. The act, whatever its significance, was for the 
moment no more than so revolting to me, that I snatched 
myself erect, and returned in a lively state of disgust to 
the billiard-room. 

Here I found Allan sopping biscuit in a tumbler of 
wine, and feeding General Henriot, Coutelas*s bibulous cat. 
I hated the great ginger beast, and it me no less, I think. 
It had the proper red eye of a drunkard, and the venomous 
way of low cursing to itself. 

'* Allan, dear,*' I said, beginning to knock the balls 
about ^' Why do you encourage that brute ? You know 
I hate it." 
^ I did not think to tell him about the scene I had just 
witnessed. We had never much grown to mutual con- 
fidences — had had not a single real one, in fact, since, years 
ago, I had given him mine about Esther, and he had made 
a wounding jeer of my passion. I had fought and thrashed 
him then ; and, though he had carried the story to his 
mother, with strangely severe consequences to me, the 
memory of the injury had, I knew, been kept to swell the 
tally of the reckoning he proposed to call t^ith me some day. 
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** M. Henrioty*' said he, speaking at me, which was a 
villainons underbred trick of his, '^what a way some 
people have of thinkin* the whole world's called npon to 
defer to their likes and dislikes.'' 

" 0, Allan I " I said softly. " It's not my way to inter- 
fere with any man's pleasure, unless he makes a point of 
taking it at my expense — ^" and I made for General 
Henriot, and cut at him swiftly with my cue. The cat 
evaded the stroke, leapt, and scuttled, swearing, from the 
room ; while my only success was in knocking over the 
tumbler of wine, which fell and was smashed on the floor, 
after emptying itself over Allan en route. 

" I'm very sorry," I said. " Why will you drive me to 
these things ? I do hate to be made to feel ashamed of 
myself by other people's want of tact." 

I was down on my knees, wiping the staiuB from his 
clothes with my handkerchief. He did not answer : neither 
helped nor rebuffed me. I looked up in his face. 

^' My God, Allan ! " said I, some odd influence upon 
me. *' I believe you'd like to poison me, if you weren't 
afraid." 

A little sound at the door made us both glance that 
way. I caught my breath. There — I had no doubt of 
it — stood the very humorous-expressioned, self-collected 
cavalier, who had been the passive partner in that tragedy 
I had just been peering down on. I got to my feet, flash- 
ing darkly. This sudden apparition, with its inhuman 
atmosphere, was like bile in my mouth ; and I went again 
to the table, and began playing with the balls. 

Yet, in the closer glance I had of him, I had seen 
nothing, in truth, but what was prepossessing. He was 
very tall, and thin, and hollow-chested ; but with that 
suggestion of abnormal brilliance and vitality in the flush 
on his cheek-bones, in his capable, thin hands, which 
one associates with predisposed consumptives, with a 
disease whose venom seems to stimulate before it de- 
moralizes. His features all contributed to an impression 
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of incorrigible quiet hamonr — a sense so imperturbable, as 
almost to amount to an intolerance. His nose was thin 
and high-bridged ; his chin a thought receding ; his eyes 
were small, blue, and very restless. His hair was a scant, 
wavy fleece of citron colour, and from under a fair, droop- 
ing moustache his lower jaw hung loose between banter and 
laughter. 

'^ Gentlemen I " drawled he, in a husky, somewhat faint- 
toned voice. ^^ I hope in these days no potential servants 
of France are for poisoning one another." 

I looked up iosolently enough. 

^' But we, as you see, monsieur," said I, '* are cadets of 
the King of Prussia." 

Indeed, our short-skirted, strutting-hen coats and little 
tight, powdered queues were in evidence of that ; but the 
stranger only laughed. 

He himself was dressed in grey and green — the imigris^ 
livery, very free and gallant, with a roquelaure over his 
shoulders, and a sword at his side. 

'*I see," said he, nodding. ^^And, by Frederick 
William's courtesy, wear his nnif orm ; certainly, if I may 
say it, more becoming to him than to you." 

<< One may grant it, sir," said I ; '^and yet, if one is a 
gentleman, refrain from looking a gift-horse in the mouth." 

*' Of course," he said, with a queer look. '' The thing, 
in these disturbed days, k to study to be a soldier in the 
best school available ; and where is another like Berlin ? " 

*' That is the case," said I, returning to my cue. *' We 
train, if for any service, for that of the King of England ; 
and not for yours, which I perceive, monsieur, is of the 
Gomte de Provence." 

^^ And why not of the King of France ? " he said at 
once. 

I shrugged my shoulders, and did not reply. Imme- 
diately he slapped his hand on his thigh| and cried out 
jocundly — 

^ It is enough ; 1 know yon I Yon are the son of that 
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apmiStre^ the most beantif nl, the Lois ! " And he went 
into a fit of laughing that shook him all through. 

I stared at him an instant, then recovered myself. 

" Either he or I," I said, pointing my cue at my lower- 
ing companion. '* It concerns only us, monsieur, I think ; 
as also does the question whom we serve, and what nonsense 
we talk to one another in our anger. But no doubt M. 
Coutelas, with whom it seems you must be intimate, will 
give you what further information yon desire. Are you 
ready, Allan ? I*m going." And I made pretty stiffly for 
the door. 

Allan did not offer to follow me, and I stalked out alone. 
I was annoyed with this stranger's freedom, the more so 
because of that little hateful business in the yard. Yet, 
at the same time, I was conscious of a certain personal 
charm about the man which engaged me against my clearer 
judgment. 

I found my dear mistress at home. We were living, 
at this time, outside the Brandenburg gate, in one of the 
spacious residences facing the great space appropriated to 
the Thier-Garten, then much of it a desert, and soon to 
be further despoiled by the conqueror of Jena. Almost 
opposite our windows was the military park, where Allan 
and I had been studying for months the intricacies of drill, 
and the stoicism to endure the brutality of Junkerdom 
and the sight of conscripts being slashed like bullocks, or 
hammered into shape with the butt ends of muskets. But 
stand it we must, for the benefit of the military training 
madame had inexorably imposed upon us. And no doubt 
the hard experience was useful in its way. 

Here in Berlin, as in other towns where we had sojourned 
since our exile from England, the atmosphere of secrecy, 
of intrigue, of some potent cloud of mystery that always 
pursued us and was alvrays drooping over the place in 
which we dwelt, had not been thinned by constant breathing. 
Yet now, I think, I was so inured to it, that the old 
regrets and yearnings which had at first made the places of 
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banishment a very under-world of sorrow, were unnoticed, 
or, at least, ignored by me. All but one ; and that, my 
faith to a memory of boyish love, dwelt eternal — ^at least, 
as eternity goes with us. 

We — I speak of Allan, I am sure, as well as of myself — 
lived under the cloud, during all this time, in a state of 
political darkness. But that, by and by, something was to 
be exacted of us ; that, somehow, we were to be called 
upon to vindicate our name, our training, our method of 
life, in fields more or less remote from those of our daily 
experience, was easily to be inferred. We had come to be 
weaned altogether of the English sentiment of a secure 
independence. We had moved and acted for years under 
the influence of a conspii'acy Continent wide. We were 
the children of a most imperious and passionate intrigantBy 
and of an era that had adapted its palate to cabal as 
sweetly and completely as Israel did hers to manna. Excite- 
ment and unrest were conditions of our existence. One 
never knew what the morrow would bring forth ; whence 
drums would sound, or cannon thud ; into what new stars 
of yellow, black or crimson the kaleidoscope of the markets, 
of the streets, of the parade-grounds, would shake and focus 
with the dawn. At this very time it was that Napoleon, 
throwing off all disguise, had assumed the purple — had 
revealed himself an atavism of Gsesarean Rome, bloodless, 
a monstrous vampire rising from the grave of a dead empire, 
an insatiable appetite doomed always to suffer, and to seek 
to assuage the drain upon itself. At this very time it was 
that Louis, afterwards the eighteenth, was living, as the 
Comte de Lille, within hail of us at Warsaw — ^then become 
a mere provincial town of Prussia — and mingling with 
weeping, not the black bread which he had told the Gorsican 
pretender he would rather eat than forego his pretensions, 
but the entremets and vol-aip-vente of a highly respectable 
kitchen. At this very time it was that Frederick William, 
the third of Brandenburg, rose suddenly and struck all 
legitimists aghast by, first of all potentates, acknowledging 
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the nsarper, and exchanging amities and grand crosses with 
him. 

Here, indeed, was the acnte accent to disquiet — the 
little significant stroke which was to set all wits clamouring 
to interpret it. They were not allowed long conjecture. 
With the flare of a trumpet one morning came the impera- 
tive order to the whole body of emigrants to leave Prussian 
soil forthwith ; and, for all madame might plead immunity 
for her English title, stampede we must with the others. 
Well, I defer to my mother's proud fury thereupon. At 
the same time, I can hardly admit it was reasonable. One 
may speak English, and yet conspire against France. 

But I am anticipating a little. 

In the mean time, it is to be said, we kept great house 
and brilliant company—- company so scintillating, indeed, 
that in its glitter my small wits must have been dazzled out 
of all surmise as to what schemes were taking shape behind 
that laoed and embroidered blind. 

Tet, perhaps, I was not without some shadowy suspicions. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I CA>[£ straight before my mistress. 

" Mother," said I ; " why do you always speak of the 
Comte de Provence ? *' 

If she felt astonishment, she was too practised a con- 
spirator to show it. 

" When monsieur calls himself the Gomte de Lille, do 
you mean, Bobin ? *' she asked softly. 

''Nay, mother, when he calls himself the King of 
France ? " 

She was sitting qaite quietly, embroidering. 

" French kings are very ds trop at present,** she said, 
without the least show of disturbance. ''I would call 
monsieur by what name soever, did it distract attention 
from him." 

'' That is very good ; but it is not the reason,'* I said» 
looking at her steadily. ''Mother, I am nineteen, and 
already a soldier. I know you have been training us for a 
purpose, and you know I know it. Am I not worth your 
confidence ? " 

She dropped her hands, and returned my gaze now. 

" No I " she cried, a little sharply. " To promote you 
from the unthinking ranks I Of my own act to kill the 
happy boy in you 1 " 

"It is dead, I think, already,'* said I. "Mother, I 
will give you a proof of it by a^ing a question — a man's 
question. If you have a reason — as I believe you have, 
other than what you have told me^for denying monsieur 
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that title of first, is it very wise, do yoa think, to invite 
people to gness what it may be ; to ms^e yourself so noto- 
rious through it as, perhaps, to give your enemies a cMw ? *' 

She was listening very intently at last. She called me 
to her suddenly, and I went and fell on my knees at her 
feet. She put her hands on my shoulders, and looked 
penetratingly into my eyes. 

«< My enemies ? " she said. ^' But how can you show 
me who they are when I do not know myself ? Be candid* 
Robin, and tell me if you know, or guess, my reason." 

'^ I do not know it, mother. But I cannot help hearing, 
and putting this and that together ; and I hate to think 
I may be disloyal to you by guessing wrongly.'* 

Her eyes were full of fondness and pity. 

'* Guess nothing, at least, to the discredit of monsieur,** 
she murmured quickly. " If he is ambitious, he is fair and 
honourable. Gould I trust his discretion, as I am sure I 
could his heart, we would be fellow plotters. But partisans 
— agents — they are not like the principal. Servants repre- 
sent the brain, not the heart of the master. They see their 
aggrandisement in his, and will justify their worst deeds on 
the score of loyalty to his interests." 

*« Mother, it is of a servant of his that I want to tell you." 

" Very well," she whispered. " Say on," 

I recounted to her then all that I had seen and heard 
of that strange cavalier in Coutelas's restaurant ; the little 
horrible episode in the shed, the after self -introduction, the 
way in ^diich the man had cried out on us for children of 
the notorious opinidtre^ Madame Lois. 

She sat listening without movement or exclamation. ^ 

^ It is thus, it seems, you are known," I said. *^ How, 
then, if any one asks me what are your grounds for refusing 
— yon a l^itimist — ^his title to IxHiis XYIII ? " 

^That the Gorsican may not be reminded of what his 
friend Frederick William holds in pledge for him," she 
answered. ** It is a perilous time for claimants, near or far, 
to the throne of St. Lonis." 

o 



82 A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 

She smiled very kindly on me. 

"Little artful innocent," she murmured, "with thine 
insinuation and plausibility I But thou hast at least 
assured me as to thy wakefulness. Tell me now what was 
this man like." 

I gave her the most faithful possible description. She 
nodded her head, her lips pursed. 

" Save the Comte de Lille from his friends I " she said. 
" I know him : he is on my books : the Chevalier de Vaux. 
Be circumspect — and stupid — if you meet him again, as 
I do not doubt you will. I can trust you." 

She took my face between her hands most lovingly. 

" But not yet, little monsieur, with the full burden of 
responsibility," she said. " I must have you young while 
I may. The time will come, too soon — too soon. 0, my 
baby, my Bobin 1 There are days when I think I can 
never rise to be a Boman mother." 

She sighed, and fell away from me, and I knew I was 
to leave her. But, looking back as I went, I saw her sunk 
into shadow, her face all dark and troubled. 

It was on the very day after this that, turning a comer 
in the street, I ran into the arms of AUan, and, as I did so, 
saw the retreating back of the Chevalier de Yanx at a little 
distance. Something told me that the two had but just 
parted. I stood facing the boy, and wonld not let him 
pass. 

" Allan," I said, " what has he been asking yon ? " 

He was mulish and truculent at once. 

"Who?" he said. "What do yon mean ? Tm not 
answerable to yon for my friends." 

" I hope yon're not making one of the Chevalier de 
Vaux?" 

He was obviously startled to find me so ready with the 
name. 

" What's it to you if I am ? " he said defiantly. " I'm 
old enough to choose my own. He's a title to what he's 
called, anyhow, which some people haven't." 
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'* I'm not 80 sure of that/* I answered quietly, though 
my skin was hot. It was not the first time, indeed, that^ 
instigated, I think, by M. Raton Nagle, he had taunted me 
indirectly with my obscurity. 

^* Allan,'' I said, ^' if our mother chooses to call a certain 
person monsieur, it's not for you to try to give a reason to 
every stranger who pumps you for one." 

He stared at me, quite stupidly amazed. 

*' I believe you've been listening, you beast," he said, 
with tears in his voice. 

'*I haven't. I'm not a fool, that's all; and if you 
think you've the best title to our name, why don't you prove 
it by honouring the wishes of our mother ? " 

'^ I've told him nothing," he sulked. 

"I know you haven't," I answered, "because you've 
nothing to tell." 

"01" he said ; " mamma gives all her confidence to 
you, I suppose ; and I dare say you're feathering your nest 
nicdy with it. I wish she'd die : and then you'd see who'd 
got the family honour most at heart." 

"You little brute ! " I cried fiercely, and clinched my 
fists and my teeth. But I swallowed my passion, being 
weighted with a new sense of responsibility. 

" I want to be as loyal to you as to her," I said (he had 
backed from me, whimpering) ; " and, for all our sakes, I 
advise you only to keep a guard on your tongue, when 
people we don't know try to worm information out of you. 
Supposing some one were to decoy you away, and keep you 
as hostage for a secret in a slimy dungeon among toads and 
things ? Tou'd be sorry enough then you'd not followed 
my advice." 

I threw in the fancy picture for effect. It made the 
right appeal to the boy, who followed me quite closely 
home after it. 

I did not see the chevalier again, in Allan's or any 
other company, till a month later, when I was suddenly 
aware of him in the Dorotheen-Stadt. He was standing 
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with his back to me, reading a proclamation nailed np on 
one of the pillars of the great gate ; and I slipped behind a 
selt — as they called the little cake-booths which stood abont 
in open places — and watched his movements. 

The paper was that one — a very broadside it might be 
called, indeed — which, at a single fire, had blown all our 
sense of security to the winds. It was none other than the 
published order to emigrants to quit Prussian territory 
forthwith, and its effect upon us had been like the spilling 
of acid on chalk. The city, the alien part of it, bubbled 
up with fury and astonishment. Orey uniforms and white 
cockades seethed in the streets, grinned at askance by 
sullen sabred Brandenburgians, or watched with some 
sympathy of curiosity by matted Russians and shaven Poles. 
In front of me the air hissed with saerSs! and snapped 
with trattres! At my back a Jew, screaming from the 
attic window of a superb building stuccoed en prince^ 
offered the best price for discarded uniforms, while two 
stories lower a cobbler dangled out specimens of boots, with 
sarcastic allusions to theur fine travelling qualities. 

A peasant girl, pushing by, whisked her long plaits of 
hair insultingly in the chevalier*s face. He looked round, 
with that imperturbable expression of amusement I had 
come to associate with him, doffed his hat to the hussey, 
and strolled a little aside to join a couple of gentlemen 
who seemed to be awaiting him. The three went on together. 
I slipped from my shelter, and followed cautiously. The 
trottoirs were thick with people — loiterers, curiosity-mongers 
— and I had no fear of recognition. At a comer of the 
Place the gentlemen stopped, and I took cover in a shop 
door, spying them through an angle of the window. They 
seemed to be in earnest discussion, enforced for the most 
part by a little vivid, restless person with a bristling black 
moustache. He and the chevalier were chiefly in evidence, 
the one from his peppery volatility, the other from his 
stronger nonchalance. The third stranger, a large smooth 
figure of a man, wrapped in a dark-blue burnous, stood 
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as if oonrteonsly umpiring the wordy contest, smiling and 
nodding to a vaguely heard point now and again, but with 
vision and sense really abstracted, I was sure, to the moving 
panorama about him. Sometimes, conscious of a passing 
inquisition, especially if from pretty eyes, he would seem 
to pose preoccupied, putting his arm akimbo like an actor ; 
sometimes he would give the wall to a strutting pudding- 
faced yager, stepping back into the kennel with a politeness 
which verged on deference. But in a moment, as I looked, 
the others, coming to an agreement, addressed him both 
tc^ether, and immediately he took the arm of the smaller 
man, and, nodding kindly to the chevalier, moved away. 

I stood at attention. M. de Yauz did not stir for a 
minute or two ; then, quite suddenly, he wheeled, and came 
by me at a swift pace, returning in the direction of the Long 
Bridge. He failed to notice me for the crowd, and I had 
some ado now to keep pace with him ; but I managed to, 
and presently saw him check himself at Goutelas's Caf^. 
There, acknowledging with a scarce perceptible sign a 
figure that appeared to await him, he turned, and disappeared 
into the building. 

I stopped for my part. My breath came a little quick, 
for some reason other than hurry. The sight, the certain 
recognition of this fourth conspirator, had taken me in the 
wind. Fat, operatic brigand as he was grown in these days, 
I was too familiar with M. Baton Nagle, with his mannera 
and gestures, to be deceived in these, however shadowed by 
doak and hat. 

I turned, very thoughtful, and very slow and thoughtful 
made my way home. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

I REACHED home to find it, to my astonishment, in a state 
of scnrrying distraction. Servants were darting hither and 
thither, dismantling, colliding, stripping the rooms of all 
snch effects as were personal to onr occupation of them and 
not in the schedule of fixtures. I asked the reason of our 
Hanshofmeister^ whom I grabbed and halted a moment. 

" Ah, God, my lord I " said he. " But that same ver- 
dammlich chief of the police has sent to tell her ladyship 
that she must take back her young cadets, and pack with 
the rest I " 

He darted off ; and I, after successfully combating an 
almost irresistible impulse to break in, unhid, upon my 
mother with clamour of question — a license always proscrip- 
tive in our education — went upstairs, in a very fever of 
excitement, to await developments. 

I felt fairly confounded in this sudden precipitation of 
events ; for, for some unjustified reason, we had flattered 
ourselves we should not be included in the general order of 
expulsion. One riddle followed to knock out another from 
my young brain, it seemed. Tet, though I was bewildered, 
I was conscious of something pleasurable in these quick 
galvanic jars of fortune. Change of any sort is exhilarating 
at nineteen, and a fog a potential fairyland. Moreover, I 
think, the prospect of charging circumstance, instead of 
sitting helpless under its hidden fire, as latterly I felt I had 
been doing, was vaguely a relief. 

I was standing looking into the street from an upper 
window, when, all in a moment, I saw the figure of M. de 
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Vaax detach itself from the moving throng beneath me, and 
make, with its nnhnrried degagi stride, for onr porch. I 
craned my neck, fairly gasping. I conid not be mistaken. 
He entered and disappeared. Then I resolved npon im- 
becility, let myself go, and set to pacing np and down 
on air. 

After a long or short time — it may have been an honr 
or more — some one brought me a message to attend madame 
in the library. It was the summons to reason. I gave a 
great sigh, pulled myself together, and went down at once. 
The door, when I tried the handle, was fastened. 

" Who is it ? " said my mother's voice softly. 

" It is I, dear." 

She unlocked, pulled me in, and turned the key again. 
I found myself in the presence of all the three gentlemen 
I had watched in the street. They were standing conversing 
together, but stopped as I entered, and regarded me a little 
curiously. Who, then, in the name of mystery, were they ? 
I half drew back abashed, and in the very act something 
seemed to light up in my brain, so that my face became a 
lantern of blushes. 

" Nympha pudica Dmm vidit^ et erubuit^^^ cried M. de 
Vanx, in a little comical voice, with a cough at the end 
of it. 

At that a sort of defiant desperation came to me. 

" I am English, sir," said I. " My Deus is King George, 
and I don't blush for him." 

The small man with the fierce moustache started, and 
made aji atrocious face. 

" What is the meaning of this ? " he cried. 

But the gentleman in the blue burnous hushed him. 

" Bah I my good de Pienne," he said in a fat, kindly 
voice, ''the young man has readiness and wit, and is 
honoured in his loyalty to my friend the King of England." 

He turned to my mother, where she stood by the door, 
such an embarrassed Lady Lois as I had never dreamed of 
seeing. 
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*' I know yoor devotion, madame, to my family/' said 
he, ^* and wish to say that I subBcribe blindfold to the policy 
you adopt to serve it." 

^' Indeed, monsieur," said my mother, in an entreating 
tone, "I hope the day will come when it will vindicate 
itself. And, in the mean time, I must beg you not to dis- 
credit that devotion because it strives to be diplomatic 
without untruth — a difficult path in this tangled world," 
she added, with a faint smile ; and then she turned to me. 
** Robin," she said, " this is Monsieur the Comte de Pro- 
vence. Go, child, and offer your humble duty to the 
representative of the House you are sworn to cherish and 
uphold." 

I had already guessed it, indeed. I went forward 
tingling, yet with some little odd feeling of shame for him 
in the midst of my agitation. This was not an impressive 
type of tragedy. There was something of the professional 
poseur in Iiis ineffable blandness and tolerance, something 
of the pastor declaiming extempore, with one eye on his 
written sermon under the desk. He was naturally gentle 
and forbearing, I think, only the expressions of his nature 
had come to be mechania He was not convincing as a 
martyr, or — ^more important to a boy — as a man. I remem- 
bered his smiling distraction in the street, while the others 
were at fierce grip of discussion on his account ; I recalled 
the way in; which he, a prince, had given the wall to plebeian 
insolence ; I saw before me a fat, amiable man of fif ty, 
plainly dressed, undistinguished by any stamp of the heroic 
(there was a little scar, by-the-by, on his forehead, the trace 
of an obscure missile fired at him years before in a Oerman 
village ; but that I knew nothing of) ; and, for the result 
of all, I am afraid my obeisance was a scurvy grudging 
compromise between distaste and propriety. 

^' Well, well," said Louis, patiently, and that was all. 

But the bristling little gentleman near him was not to 
let the implication pass. 

**This same graceful policy, most beautiful madame," 
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said he, speaking in a high ironic voice, '^ wonld seem to 
extend itself to the new generation.'' 

"M. le Dnc," answered my mother, pleadingly, bnt a 
little defiant too, ^' it is a boy, well meaning and awkward. 
Look at his shoulders 1 Are they growing fit to serve the 
canse? In the mean time he eats and eats, and cannot 
have enough. Grace will come after meat." 

I went like fire, hanging my head. But His Boyal 
Highness laughed very good-naturedly. 

*'TutI*' said he. ''But, for ihskt meat, we can sec 
whence he gets his Attic salt to it. What is your age, 
young sir ? " 

'' Nineteen, M. le Oomte," said I, stammering. 

** Ay I '' he said. '' And so strong and leal 1 '* 

''He is the responsible one of my sons," cried my 
mother. " Not M. de Yaux himself shall be better taken 
into our counsels 1 " And she came and put her arm fondly 
about my neck. 

Louis looked very kindly at the Chevalier, where he 
stood apart, a quiet smile upon his face. 

" We will accept your word, madame," said he, " for the 
stouter qualities. The era that linked elegance with man- 
liness is, perhaps, a vanished one." (He pulled himself 
erect, seeming suddenly conscious of a regret in his voice, 
and put his hand into his bosom.) "And rightly, I think, 
as times go," he said. " A practical world is not always to 
be governed by ceremonial. Bear in mind who said it, 
young gentleman, when you hear the Gomte de Lille 
slandered for a reactionary." 

He addressed himself to Lady Lois. 

"It is enough, madame," said he. "We put ourselves 
unreservedly in your hands, and unhesitatingly avail our- 
selves, on behalf of the business we come to transact, of 
your offer of hospitality for the night." 

During all this time the Chevalier had stood apart, 
silent and quite self-possessed. That somehow, in his 
opening interview with her (which, I most presume, he had 
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sought in oixier to acqoaiut her of a destined hononr), he 
had succeeded in convincing my mistress, against all appear- 
ance, of his own right purposes, I could not help but 
conclude. For the rest, this accumulation of surprises had 
bewildered me beyond definite thought, so that, for the 
moment, eveu his late rendezvous with M. Nagle was over- 
looked by me. 

Now, being taken into the general counsels, the burden 
of responsibility came to sit upon my head like thunder. 

Louis, I learnt, was ridden from Warsaw, by Posen — a 
terrific journey, having two main objects to justify it : the 
first, to negotiate the sale of such costly jewels as adversity 
had left in the possession of his niece, the young Duchesse 
d*Angouldme : the second, to discuss with madame herself 
the practicability of his being conveyed to England in 
her enhurage^ should the Prussian King show a dis- 
position to block his continental outlets, while awaiting the 
wiD of his new ally. Of that, however, I believe, there 
was really no fear, though madame exclaimed over 
Monsieur's boldness in running under the very claws of the 
Minister Meyer, who had quite recently had the effrontery 
to propose his formal renunciation of the throne in favour 
of the Corsican upstart. And, indeed, that, at heart, little 
danger was apprehended by us, was shown in the looseness 
of our precautions, which extended not much further than 
an arrangement by which Louis was to become, while with 
us, a certain M. de Beauffremont, late-arrived uncle of 
madame, and the Due de Pienne, from first gentleman of 
the royal household, a gentleman's gentleman. As for the 
Chevidier de Yaux, to him being assigned the part of 
practical huckster in the business of disposing of the jewels, 
he was not to lie with us, but to leave and return on 
the morrow, when a final decision as to Monsieur's direc- 
tion, whether for England or Bussia, might possibly be 
arrived at. 

Well, to all this agitated discussion I gave, no doubt, a 
very self-important attention, sitting round-eyed and solemn 
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like a yoang owl in daylight ; and when, at its end, I foond 
myself somehow entrosted with the commission to pnt 
H. de Yanx on his way to a certain locality, I tried to look 
as if I were not grasping the reality of this undertaking for 
the first time. 

We all rose, M. le Comte de Provence with a thousand 
apologies for thus embarrassing madame's movements at a 
time of sach confusion ; and then, while he was withdrawn 
low in debate with his gentlemen, my mother drew me apart, 
on her side, and whispered to me an earnest direction. 

She had seemed so impliedly trustful of the Chevalier, 
quieting thereby my own indeterminate suspicions, that it 
was with nothing less than a shock of astonishment that I 
listened to her words — 

*' Be on your guard, child. Enow nothing but what 
you can be plain in admitting. Make yourself a blank 
wall to him ; offer him no foothold by which he can climb 
to overlook you, to peer for what you stand to conceal. 
There, be not scared. I speak only to warn you, your 
little precocity having frighted me once already. Go now : 
there is no time for more. Leave him at the first moment 
possible ; but do not return " 

The gentlemen, their converse ended, were coming apart. 

"I want no boys to distract me," she said aloud. 
** Your commission once executed, amuse yourself elsewhere 
for the afternoon.'* 

She pushed mc from her. I made my clumsy obeisance 
a second time to Monsieur. In a moment I was walking, 
step by step in a dream march, with the Chevalier. 

The sweet fresh air, the everyday life and movement soon 
recovered me. I got back confidence in myself, and even 
pride—perilously near that, perhaps, which precedes a fall. 

" Well, monsieur ? " I said pertly, for I saw his eyes, 
as we went do¥ni the street together, were turned upon 
me with an amused expression. 

'^ I was thinking," drawled he, *' that you will be very 
certain to make yourself a name some day." 
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I did not ask him why. Tricked in my petty vanity 
of office, I was smugly crafty — even a little mde, perhaps. 

" Very well," I answered. " Yon have my permission, 
monsienr, to think what yon will." 

'' 0, have I ? " he said, with a little infections giggle, 
not at all offended. ^' How I shall enjoy myself 1 Bnt I 
suppose what yon mean is that I am very clever prophesying 
after the event, eh ? " 

I laughed, somewhat abashed. 

*^ What nonsense I Do you suppose I have had much 
chance yet to make myself a name ? " 

" Well," he said, " frankly, no ; or else, like a successful 
author, you'd be jealous to disclaim your assumed one." 

" My assumed 1 " I was beginning, with a start. 

"Lois," he put in, nodding. "It does very well, eh, 
during the time of probation — until you can achieve a 
name of your own." 

I bit my lip, flushing hotly. I had had, as may be 
supposed, my own little private cupboard skeleton during 
some years of growing intelligence, and this unexpected 
flinging open of the door in my face quite disconcerted me. 

" Monsieur I " I gasped. " Do you mean to insult me ? 
What has M. Nagle " 

" Larla-ld ! " he mtermpted : " Not M. Nagle, nor M. 
Blaise, nor M. un tely nor any other ! I speak only the 
gospel of the new era, old fellow ; its scorn of prescriptive 
titles ; its creed of self -manufacture. We make, do not 
inherit ourselves, nowadays. It is recognized for the true 
nobility." 

I shrugged my shoulders vezedly. I could not doubt 
whence he had got his knowledge of me ; but the certainty 
helped me to no apter retort than, " Ton talk for all the 
world like a Napoleonist." 

"And why not," he answered, "like a legitimist? 
Have you forgotten that we serve a democratic ki^ ? " 

He caught himself np, mtix a little mock-apologetic 
laugh. 
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" At least," he said — ^** I was forgetting. Your service, 
I think, is to a more shadowy pretender." 

In an instant I thought I saw the pit preparing for me, 
and drew back with a little inward shock. Had all this 
pert volubility tended to vindicate my trnst ? The figure 
of my mother, fond and threatening, rose before me. 

" Service 1" I stammered. "I serve the King of 

Prussia — at least I did till to-day " and then suddenly 

a distraction, weloome in one way only, helped out my 
embarrassment. 

*^Did you see those rogues who passed ?" I said, the 
blood in my cheeks. ^'Till to-day, monsieur, my friends 
and comrades at the gymnasium, on the parade-ground. 
What a generous policy to pretend not to see me now I am 
under sentence I " 

He laughed, in his thin high way. 

*' They know at least how to serve their own interests," 
he said. " They would teach you something there." 

^'I hope I shall never make it my interest to cut a 
friend in misfortune." 

He looked at me very pleasantly ; then took my arm. 
I made no effort to refuse him. For all my distrust, there 
was an inexplicable magnetism here that it was hard to 
resist. He had that manner of unaffected comradeship, of 
natural sympathetic interest, of freedom from the implied 
superiority of years, which is always dear to the sensitiveness 
of youth. 

" I don*t think you will, old f eUow," he said. " Be- 
tween you and me, I would rather serve your ideals than 
my own." (Was I too flattered here to grasp his incon- 
sequence ?) ^ But what," he said, '^ am I to do, when no 
prescriptive king offers ? I must be loyal to the first repre- 
sentative of our House, be he as democratic as Eang Mob." 

He pressed my arm affectionately. 

*'And all the time, my private sympathies," he said, 
''yearn back to the right divine, as against the right by 
popular suffrage." 



94 A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 

I was silent. In being so lay, I felt, my one refnge. 
And he seemed even to expect no answer of me, bnt went 
on talking naturally, as if that little self- protest had been 
spoken merely to hjs own conscience. 

How can I give him his due? I can but say that, 
during the short time we were together, he charmed me 
utterly, and none the less because I could see he took 
flattering pains to do so, because I was conscious how 
subtly, with apparent ingenuousness, he would over and over 
again try to get from me the reason that was at the bottom 
of my mother's attitude towards Louis. And all the while he 
was making my throat laugh, my eyes glisten over his odd, 
comical, inconsequent anecdotes, which surely owed as much 
to his irresponsible moral attitude, as to that husky, 
twinkling voice of his in telling them. He seemed never 
in one mind as to his own principles, which he was helpless 
to adapt to any side but the funny one. He raised incon- 
sistency to a power, inasmuch as one never knew where to 
have him. The theatre of the world, in his eyes, was 
built only for an Opera Gomique to the Oods. Its Comedy 
of Life was all designed to bring about humorous situations. 
He had no respect for audience or performers ; but only, by 
his own statement, for that King who was not — ^the Unknown 
Ood, he called him, with another attempt on my confidence. 
It failed, as always, in the silence I opposed to it ; and 
finally he came to desist from the effort, and we parted, with 
quite nnrufled geniality on his side. I could not have 
believed, — I can hardly believe now — that there was that in 
his heart the whole time to make the sweet day shudder. 
In some moods, even at this date, I can find reason to 
acquit him of the worst. 

We vrere separating, when all of a sudden, clapping his 
hand to his breast, he stayed me a moment. 

" Horror of horrors 1 " said he — " if I haven't brought 
away his Majesty's nightcap in my pocket I " 

1 went off sniggering. 

'* We can supply the want," said I. 
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'* Can yon 1 '' he cried, in comical dismay. *^ But not 
of the right soporific brand. Good Lord ! it is the royal 
cream of mint, without ^pUit verre of which the last thing 
the son of St. Louis would toss all night as sleepless as 
Justice I " 

^ Well, monsieur, I can carry it back, if you will entrust 
me.'' 

He doubted a moment. 

'* It is a glass flask. Supposing you were to break it. 
No ; I had better return myself." 

He had drawn it forth — a little crystal phial full of a 
white liquor. 

** 0, very well," I said. " But it's ridiculous." 

He scanned me with a portentous gravity. 

" Will you care for it as your life ? You have no idea, 
I see, of how habit becomes sanctified in a king. Now, for 
Heaven's sake — it would certainly delay me horribly — ^be 
prepared to carry up a glass of it, just before his Majesty 

retires, to M. de Pienne. Well 0, the dare-devilry 

of youth 1 " 

I had slipped it, amused and scornful, into my breast- 
pocket. The next instant we had parted, and he had turned 
and was gone — I little thought, then, to put a long interval 
of years between us. 

For a while, after leaving him, I loitered in the streets, 
mindful of my mother's directions to me to keep away from 
the house. At first the memory of his genial and debonair 
company dwelt with me luminously ; then, as I grew ennuyi 
with purposelessness, darkened a little, until I was asking 
myself if I had been altogether as reserved with him as cir- 
cumstances demanded. I was already half-depressed, when 
I ran across Allan, near Goutelas's Gaf^, and proposed a 
bout with the foils. 

The boy, I could see from the first, was in a truculent 
mood. Perhaps — I don't know — he had suspected how I 
had been made partner, to his exclusion, in a certain home 
mystery. In any case, he fell to thrust and parry in a 
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rather vicious temper, and, none other being present in the 
gymnasiam, was making no pretence to hide his feelings, 
when somehow his foil snapped at a third down, and, with- 
out warning, he attacked me suddenly and furiously with 
the butt. I cried out on him, laughing, mocking, if he 
wanted to kill me ? My jeers added fuel to his excitement, 
while they put me a little off my own guard. I had 
stumbled over a thrust, when his weapon came smartly in 
riposte upon my breast. Immediately there sounded a 
little ring and snap, and the smell of mint rose pungently 
to my nostrils. 

'* Oood Lord 1 '* I cried, and cast away my foil in such 
consternation that Allan, thinking he had wounded me, fell 
back terror-stricken. 

" Why did you aggravate me, then ? " he gasped, his 
face like wax. 

I didn*t answer him at once. I was pulling my coat off 
in a panic. 

*'You can't be hurt much. Don't tell mamma,*' he 
whimpered. 

" You little mean fool ! " I cried. " It isn't me you've 
hurt, but a trust that was put in me." 

The flask was in fragments. I threw the coat down 
ruefully, then turned upon the boy with clenched fists. 

*' It was given into my charge to take home. I had 
forgotten it was there, and nothing need have happened to 
it if you hadn't lost your temper, you murderous little 
beast I" 

He retreated snivelling. Thrashing him would but 
agitate me more. I broke away, and went tramping up 
and down, distracted, cursing my lot. The stuff, to be 
sure, could be replaced. But would not the royal palate 
detect the fraud ? 

An exclamation from Allan brought me about. 

^* Look at General Henriot ! " he whispered. 

The crapulous beast, nosing the spicy syrup, had slunk 
from under a chair, and licked up what he could secure. 
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He was staggering off in an odd way as I saw him. Then, 
all in an instant, he had fallen over on his side, and was 
galloping and screaming. 

I gazed appalled. My heart seemed to stand still. The 
voice of the poor bmte was a pig's voice in minor treble. 
Suddenly I f onnd my wits, and ran to the door. 

" Coutelas I " I yelled. " Ooutelas 1 " 

He answered from a distance, ^* Anon, anon. Sir Allan 1 " 

" No 1 — now I — at once ! " I cried back, indifferent to 
his mistake. 

He came in a moment I seized him by the arm, and 
dragged him to where General Henriot was gasping oat his 
last convnlsions on the floor. 

" Do yon see ? " I cried. " M. de Vanx charged me 
with the care of a flask. It was broken here by accident, 
and the cat licked np some of the stuff, and there is the 
result. What was in it, then ? " 

He looked down stupidly ; but I could feel his flesh 
twitch under my hand. 

**• Pardi I '* he muttered. *' How should I know what 
you mean, monsieur ? The brute was bound some day to 
fall a victim to his habits.*' 

I let him go. I realized on the instant my impulsive 
folly in sending for him, since he was in the way, no doubt, 
to warn a greater villain. I caught up and put on my coat, 
and took Allan's arm. 

'^ Gome," I said, and led him hurriedly away. He was 
quite scared, and clung to me. 

'* What was it ? " he whispered, as we hastened through 
the streets. 

^* Don't ask me," I answered, *^ and don't speak of it 
to a soul. We move in the thick of dangers you don't 
understand." 

He was terrified beyond reason. It was my best 
guarantee of his silence. I hurried home, stopping once 
only on the way to buy a fresh flask of the liqueur. The 
smell of the horror on my coat made me sick. The sickness 

H 
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of a worse horror swam and throbbed in my head — the 
blind horror of a golf that the merest acx^ident had saved 
me from plonging into. But a step from school, as it 
were, and I had encountered the unfathomable perfidy 
of man. What was the worth of visible frankness and 
bonhomie ? Confidence in myself, in others, in any rock 
of moral safety, was gone. I could have cried hysterically 
to be taken back to leading-strings. 

I reached home frantic with the intention to throw 
myself and all upon my mother's strong protection. In the 
very act of seeking her, a new horror, appalling above the 
rest, smote me like a plague-stroke. Her strange urbanity 
to the Chevalier ! — ^her attitude to Louis 1 What if she 
were in the plot 1 — were another of these inhuman chimeras 
masked in human sincerity! The thought was hideous 
beyond plausibility. In the inevitable instantaneous reac- 
tion from it, I found, self-loathing, a strength I had been 
incapable of hitherto. To earn self-redemption, to atone 
for that terrible impulse of disloyalty, I would face my 
ordeal alone — ^would win my spurs as her knight before I 
threw myself at her knees as her penitent. 

Halfway to her, I turned and tiptoed back. All strung 
and exalted as I was, I might, but for helping circumstance, 
have given away at a blow the whole advantage of secret 
knowledge which I held. I went, in fact, to face H. Nagle, 
to choke the truth from his fat throat. 

Fortunately, I found him gone — ^ridden that very hour, 
madame's avant-courm^ to arrange for our domicile in the 
Hague, whither, it had been decided, we should make in 
this emergency. For the present he was beyond my reach. 
The day passed — ^f or me in fever fits between hot and 
cold. I saw nothing of my mother ; she was too deeply 
occupied, waiting on Monsieur, who kept to his room and 
dined there in solitary state. But late she came to me, 
demanding, in a flurry, if M. de Yaux had by chance com- 
missioned me to repair an oversight of his in carrying away 
the royal nightcap. 
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I rose, with a white face and a stiffness ia my chest. 

" Yes, mother," I said. " He gave it to me, with 
certain directions, and I will follow them.*' 

*^ What were they, my dear ? You had better instruct 
me. Monsieur, I think, is not very fond of boys." 

" He will have to forego his dislike for once. Mother, 
I am resolved to carry the glass up myself." 

She flushed, looking at me in wonder. 

*^ Bobin I " she exclaimed, then was suddenly smiling. 
*' SaltU^ young master I " she said. *^ I admire a little, 
though it is new to me to be overruled. But I am your 
servant, if needs be, with a pretty grace." 

Indeed, she looked quite a girl for the moment. A 
warm bright colour had come into her cheeks ; her eyes 
glistened with the softest yielding of love. 

" Mother," I cried, '* you are the most beautiful woman 
in the world 1 " 

She sighed. 

** Little cruel viper to bite at my heart where I laid you 
to nurse." 

Her looks belied her words. I turned, smiling and 
speechless, to my task. 

'^ It is right you should come to dominate me," said my 
mother, in a fond whisper. '* The will that makes should 
renew itself in its achievement. Ah, masterfulness, wilful- 
ness, and a fair face I What inexorable material for a 
tragedy, little Robin I " 

She went from me hurriedly, as if to hide a sudden 
spring of tears to her eyes ; and so, glowing with a strange 
exultation, I mounted the stairs with my tray. 

M. de Pienne came out to my knock, stared at me hard 
and rather fiercely, and took the silver salver from my 
hands. 

'^ M. de Yaux returned this by you ? " he demanded 
short and harsh. 

I answered, *' Yes ; " and detaining him, to his astonish- 
ment, asked him if he could spare me a moment of his 
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time, as I had BomethiDg of importance to communicate 
to him. 

"What is it?" he snapped. "If it afiFects his 
Majesty " 

" It affects Monsieur," said I. 

He looked as if he would have loved to box my ears. 

"Like dam, like cub," says he. "Wait here, then, till 
I come to you again." 

He disappeared, and I kept my post rigid. The ache 
of a recent shock was yet so in my mind that I oould hardly 
get away from the terror that villainy had even now found 
some means to edge between me and its victim, and poison 
the cup as it passed. My forehead broke into sweat as the 
door reopened slowly, and the Due de Pienne expressed 
himself, somewhat sarcastically, as being at my service. 

" M. le Due," said I, inviting him to a window embrasure 
in the gallery, " will you please to credit my assurance — 
which should be unnecessary — of absolute devotion on the 
part of this family, in which I am honoured to be a cadet, 
to the cause of French legitimacy I " 

He bowed, looking surprised enough. 

" I have no reason to question it, monsieur," said he, 
"unless in some eccentricities of application, which may 
owe to nothing more than the fact that our dear charmers 
must find the salt of politics, as they do that of love, in 
perversity." 

" Very well, monsieur," said I, keeping a tight hand on 
my wits. "Then, as a loyal servant of the Bourbons, I 
must tell you that, to the best of my belief. Monsieur is 
associating very closely with himself one of the most 
damnable traitors the world has ever seen." 

He started, certainly, but did not for an instant lose his 
presence of mind. 

" Well," he said grimly, " you have perhaps been reading 
* Amadis of Gaul.' It is the way of youth to love super- 
latives. Who, then, is this monster to rank with Judas ? " 

" He is called the Chevalier de Vaux," I said quietly. 
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lie stared, then langhed aloud. 

" No, no, my friend ; that cannot be, indeed. The 
romance is too extravagant." 

"Monsieor," said I, ^'was the mint to the Gomte de 
Lille's Uking ? " 

He glared at me again, then answered, mnch more 
reasonably — 

"He thought it of an oddly thin flavour, certainly." 
There he paused ; then, for all his self-command, broke out 
uncontrollably, " My God, boy I what do you mean ? " 

He was sheet-white all in a moment, putting, I could 
see, immense control upon himself. Without more ado I 
told him the whole story. 

He gave a sigh of half relief at the end. 

" Probably the man Coutelas spoke truth. The anima 1 
succumbed to a tipple potent beyond its ordinary." 

" I hope so, monsieur," I said. " And, then, M. de 
Vaux will return here early to-morrow morning, will he 
not, as he is engaged to do ? " 

"True," he said thoughtfully and, I knew, uneasily, 
''And, till then, no more, monsieur. In the mean time, 
who suspects ? " 

" But myself, monsieur. I keep my own counsel." 

He looked at me approvingly for the first time. 

"That is well. You show promise. Keep it still till 
to-morrow — till eternity, for your own sake, I may say, 
should your suspicions find themselves unjustified." 

He saluted me with a formal court^, and returned 
to his duties. And, as for me, my bosom purged of the 
worst responsibility, I slept that night the sleep of mental 
exhaustion. 

I must be brief in what follows. The Chevalier did not 
return the next morning, nor all that day, which, no doubt, 
M. de Pienne, as I, passed in a condition of varying emo- 
tions. Night came, and again the morning, without the 
absentee having reported himself ; and so, pretty early, the 
two remaining gentlemen got to horse, being decided to 
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tarry in nncertainty no longer. Lady Lois, at a loss to 
account to herself for their departure, yet secretly welcomed, 
I could see, the release from an embarrassment which had 
strained all her resources both of hospitality and diplomacy. 
As they were going, the cat-like little duke called me 
aside. 

" Do not think I despair," said he privately, " of M. de 
Yaux^s clearing himself. In the mean time it behoves us 
all to move circumspectly — ^you in inaction, I in manoeuvring 
this royal charge away from the nucleus of possible danger. 
We shall return to Warsaw, and you will acquaint the 
Chevalier of that fact, should he return here at any time. 
I find I can pay a compliment to your trustworthiness and 
sagacity, monsieur. I have assured madame that, for the 
moment, circumstances have rendered further discussion of 
the English plan inexpedient. I leave the rest to your 
discretion." 

I was conscious how my mother's regards were turned 
curiously upon me as the two gentlemen rode away. I 
received these calm-fronted, and, very shortly after, the 
urgency of personal matters absorbed us to the exclusion of 
all others. Within the twenty-four hours following, all 
hurried arrangements completed and our passports secured, 
we were ourselves on the great western road, making at full 
speed for the Hague. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Wb drove before the wings of the wind^ making Buch speed 
that the snllen scud overhead, going our way, seemed ever 
to hang stationary above ns. For a hundred and forty 
leagnes, and the drift monotononsly accompanying I as if, 
indeed, that same grey clond of mystery and oppression 
were always to be a condition of our existence. Underneath, 
the road, as we fled by it, was full of rumours and panic. 
Horsemen shouting warnings would spur by ; white faces, 
projected from other vehicles which we overtook and passed, 
would quaver shrill anxiety as to our haste. Sometimes 
for a stage we would take up a limping fugitive, voluble 
in malediction of all kings and emperors, sulking over his 
bleeding feet. Sometimes, rebuffed from the beastly inhos- 
pitable inns, we must make the long night out in the 
carriage. Allan slept and cried a great deal ; and I — well, 
I was rising a man, with enough pride in the fact, having 
my mother's example before me, to stand up to the 
inevitable. 

But on the tenth evening, fatigued, perhaps, beyond 
endurance, my independence gave out. I had nursed fine, 
if formless, dreams of proving my soul's worthiness, of 
atoning for a momentary disloyalty by acting upon my 
own counsel until the fruit of it should be worth laying 
at the feet of my mother — of using my perilous knowledge, 
in fact, to the end of getting M. Nagle under my puny 
thumb. A vainglorious conceit, to be sure, and doubtless 
in part attributable to the mental coma which weariness 
and the eternal noise of wheels had induced in me. 
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Now, however, all in a moment the illusion vanished. 
Night had fallen upon us, entered into the Netherlands. 
We rolled endlessly by leagues of dreary plain. I had been 
sleeping, and sobbing in my sleep, and quite suddenly I was 
wide awake, and looking into my mother's beautiful face 
turned upon me in an inspired pity. 

" Tell me, Robin," she said softly. 

Allan slumbered in his comer. The jingle of harness 
went on ahead, the rumble of wheels beneath. I knew 
myself at last on a torturing rack, from which there was 
no relief but through confession. I threw myself upon 
that fond heart, and gasped out my story. 

She listened without a tremor, stroking my hair. 

" Oh, my niamany^ I sobbed, ** the world is so wicked, 
I do not know where to turn I " 

" Hush I " she said. " It was infamous of De Pienne 
to bind you, a child, on this wheel. Yet you have done 
very well : for ten whole days to make no cry. Did 
monsieur doubt m^, then, or only my sex, that I was to be 
kept ignorant ? " 

I cried aloud, clinging to her : '* He, at least, bad a 
better excuse than 1 1 " 

If she had stopped the carriage, and then and there 
with a sudden gesture bidden me into the night, I would 
have accepted my doom without a murmur. But when, 
faltering out my agonized confession of treason to her love, 
I felt myself only held closer, and caressed, and pitied for 
the distracting burden cast upon my conscience, emotion 
broke all bounds in me, and the last of my independence 
vanished in a great gush of grief and remorse. 

She soothed and comforted me. 

*^The evil is not to think, but to indulge the bad 
thought," she said. '* Can one control the shooting of a 
nerve ? But one can reject the impulse it gives to love 
or hate. Now sleep, my baby, and get strong again. You 
are not yet to walk alone." 

She held me, and I lay quiet^ wondering, wondering 
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over the strength of this nature which could so accept the 
burden of an appalling secret, and seem to take new power 
from it. Yet, that this was so, I thought the exulting 
action of her heart beating under my cheek confessed. 
And so, pillowed on confidence, I sank into the uneasy 
insensibility of exhaustion. 

Henceforth, for a time, I seemed to myself to become 
the sport of a purposeless and idiotic urgency. Moreover, 
so eternally did that grey atmosphere accompany us, that 
I was sarcastic over changing from disagreeable quarters 
and taking one's family ghost with one. However, as a 
fact, it was no concern of mine ; for had I not abdicated 
my will, and all the responsibilities it had incurred during 
its brief reign? The load being gone made me a little 
light-headed, I think, and the fever of long travel was also 
in my bones. For the rest of the way, I looked upon the 
incidents of the journey — the changes, the recurrent dis- 
putes over direction and passports, the moan of wind by 
flats, and clang of arms in flaring towns — through a smoky 
mist as it were. I was indifferent and troubled in one. 
The heaviness of my limbs distressed me, and then a sudden 
sense of lightness in them would agitate me more. I said 
nothing, nor had need to complain much ; and in any case 
my mother, being of the Roman type, was moved, for all 
her love, to so little unnecessary anxiety about my condition 
that, when at last we were arrived at our destination, she 
did not hesitate to claim me at the outset for witness to 
a certain act of retribution in which we were both concerned. 

I can recall the moment now — the rich bare room, the 
the flambeau burning on the wall, and, in the midst, the 
imperious figure with the light wantoning upon its impas- 
sive face. I leaned, in a sort of luminous apathy, against 
the dark wainscot ; and then of a sudden, as if he were a 
spectre risen to some voiceless invocation, H. Nagle was 
standing motionless before his mistress. 

I held my breath, exhaled it, held it again, and still the 
silence continued. The steward seemed to be shrinking 
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where he stood. Entering, he had only bowed interro- 
gatively, and the lack of response had appeared at once to 
disconcert him. Throngh all my blnnted facnlties I felt 
an ironic cariosity — that, and nothing more. 

Then, in an instant, my mother's voice, soft and qnick, 
had cnt the tension. 

'^This poison, that one obtains from a sconrged pig 
which has been given arsenic— it is called acqua toffana^ 
is it not, monsienr ? '* 

The man nttered a suppressed cry, as it might have 
come from a condemned criminal awaking. I do not think 
he answered anything. His house of confidence had fallen 
all about him in those words, as the vile wizard's did when 
the giant-killer blew the trumpet. His mistress had bided 
her time, and called the score at last. If, morally, her 
method was open to criticism, it was unexceptionable in 
practice. The creature succumbed at a blow, capitulated 
without a question, and fled to hiding then and there. 
And with that residt my mother was, I think, politically 
content. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The villa which had been taken for as stood on some marsh 
land between the Hague and Scheveningen, a little fishing 
village lying some two miles dne north of the town, and 
connected with it by an avenne of oaks and beeches. From 
our windows we could see the English blockading cruisers 
scouring the channel : beautiful white-winged terrors, that 
sometimes, on misty days, seemed to hang suspended in air, 
preparing to swoop upon us. A square of poplars surrounded 
our compound, and little dykes of blue water traversed. 
Here and there, whithersoever one's eyes wandered land- 
wards, was a drowzy windmill, a crawling convoy, a spot 
of colour most adequately breaking the long green stretches. 
It was all flat and peaceful to a degree, and upon this 
peacef nlness our lives were now to resolve. 

With an indefinite sense of respite only, I believe ; yet, 
while that lasted, we could wax in confidence as in strength. 
It is true that the pursuing cloud had halted with and 
above us ; but here, remote from the swarming centres of 
conspiracy, its shadow ceased, for a time at least, to oppress. 

I do not know what were the conditions of our naturali- 
2sation, so to speak ; why so notorious an intrigante as Lady 
Loii3 was tolerated at all within imperial territory. Local 
governmental chaos was probably to account ; and, while 
that prevailed, we lay very low, leading to all appearance, 
the most quiet and pastoral of lives — ^boating, riding, 
fishing ; and for the most of our studies, learning — agree- 
able to some incomprehensible whim of our dear autocrat — 
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the Spanish language. The Hague itself, at that time, 
ranked no higher than a village, and only attained to civic 
honours two years later, when Louis Bonaparte came to 
establish his Court there. 

In the meanwhile, who ruled us ? So long ago as 1794 
the popular party in Holland, having expelled its Stadtholder 
and invited in M. Pichegru, had consented to the amal- 
gamation of its seven northern provinces under the title 
of the Batavian Republic. It was the old fable of the 
horse asking the man's help. France put a bit in the 
mouth of the cause it had championed, and rode it hard 
for supplies, at the same time exposing it to a destruc- 
tive war with England. Subsequently, all 1)ut nominally 
absorbing it, it played pitch-and-toss with its constitution, 
until it had jellified that to the right consistency for 
swallowing. 

We were not ruled at all, in fact ; and no doubt there 
was to account for madame's present choice of domicile. 
In any case, for two years we lived in that old Ch4teau on 
the marsh quite undisturbed, drinking in health and man- 
hood, seeing little company, and ever — I speak for myself, 
at least— straining our vision across the water to that lost 
sweet home of England, which, it seemed, it was to be our 
fate never to recover. And then, for this rest was not to 
be eternal, the cloud above us once more began to thicken 
and to droop. 

With 1806 came the blare of Louis Buonaparte's trumpets, 
and the old Dutch town woke to a vivacity that was really 
quite indelicate in one of such age. But that was the way 
then, when imperial ostentation and vulgarity were used to 
turn the heads of a world, nine-tenths of which had been 
much better at its prayers and testamentary dispositions. 
I will not say that to Mian and me, young and restless 
and none too sufficient to one another, the change was 
anything but exciting; yet early, I think, its influence 
upon my mother, and so upon our manner of life, came 
to trouble me. Slowly, by scarce perceptible degrees, we 
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assimilated the new unrest ; company trickled in — came 
fast and thicker. Sometimes I thought I recognized old 
faces in the throng — vague, shadowy ephemera wafted out 
of an ancient atmosphere of conspiracy, and gone again 
scarce noticed, as they were wont once to show and dis- 
appear. Little by little, too, I was conscious that I myself 
was being gathered to the toils, and I would not resist, 
because it was my mother who drew me in. Now, often, 
fond troublous hints fell from her lips of the nearer 
approach of that destiny for which from the first her love 
and noble heart of sacrifice had sought to prepare her two 
children. I came to be her most confidential agent, carry- 
ing messages in cypher to distant houses, sometimes as far 
as Rotterdam. Allan, too, was commissioned, if with a 
greater reserve of confidence ; the result of all being that, 
as we grew, we fell more and more apart, making our own 
friends and separate interests. I had never well known 
what was in the boy's mind ; and now, being frequently 
long weeks divided, we waxed in a sti^ngeness to one 
another which soon in him became an implied antagonism. 
As he felt his feet, and loosed the tension of his leading- 
strings, he studied constantly, with less pains to temporize, 
to exclude me from the company of his familiars. An 
attitude of vicious patronage — I can describe it no better — 
took the place of his old subservience. He never came to 
issues with me — it was not his nature ; but through slight 
and innuendo, and, I fear, some unscrupulous calumny, he 
made it his object to liquidate at last his long debt of 
grievance against me. 

I would not misrepresent the boy, deeply as he succeeded 
in making me suflfer. The first quality of humour, of 
which I claim my share, is to see the two sides to a question. 
Allan had some reason for, if little in, his vindictiveness ; 
and certainly, in more than one respect, I saw myself too 
clearly in him to wish to libel my own reflection. One 
may resent arrogance, and strike at it, and only lacerate 
one's fingers on a shattered image. Physically even, curious 
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as it might appear, we were not unlike, save that— I will 
freely admit it — ^he was a cbeerf nller replica of a dnll work. 
I was sedate to solemnity, ungarroloos, a little frigid; 
altogether, with my sallow cheeks and moose-brown hair, 
neutral in tone. Allan was bright locked and complezioned, 
confident in his own wit, perhaps because it was such a 
little territory to govern. Honestly, he was stupid ; but 
the women fancied him, and by so much he was equipped 
against me in an unequal contest. 

Now, what is to be said is best said with least delay ; so 
let me hasten to the end. 

From the first advent of Louis Buonaparte, the old game 
of conspiracy renewed until it came to surpass itself. The 
town swarmed with adventurers, attracted, no doubt, in some 
measure by the report of the strained relations which existed 
between the king and his mighty brother. It was to this 
condition of affairs that our immunity from interference 
was probably to be attributed. The Oourt was engaged 
to its own business, and was indeed from first to last divided 
against itself. The king, rejecting all question of suze- 
rainty, claimed to govern by divine right alone, and added 
acute accents to this humorous presumption by declining 
promotion to the crown of Spain, and insisting upon per- 
mitting American vessels, which had touched at English 
ports, to trade with Holland — an unpardonable offence. 
But besides this, he squabbled hideously with his wife, 
insulting her for an emissary of her stepfather, and worse ; 
and when, after the death of their child in 1807, she left 
the Hague for Paris, it was only to return two years later 
as the immediate forerunner of retribution. 

So much for external affairs ; and, as for home ? Well, 
what can I say, but that low over that' peaceful scene the 
cloud had come to droop and extend itself, until it seemed 
to me that only sudden storm could clear its spectrally- 
4)eopled oppressiveness. 

And, in the mean time, our mother, so far as we were 
conoemedi held the reins of the wind ; and we could do no 
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more than stand behind her, and blindly wonder over onr 
direction. 

She was a great conspirator — tireless, resourceful, none 
too scrupulous, perhaps ; using her beauty, I think, for not 
the most despised of her weapons. During all this time, 
I have reason to believe, she was in touch with the British 
blockading squadron, with which she was wont to com- 
municate through those Yankee skippers who, adapting 
themselves characteristically to international acrimonies,* 
turned the most stultifying of circumstance to a profit 
Through such means it was, no doubt, that she was able to 
have herself conveyed secretly to England, to which, as I 
know, she paid more than one prolonged visit in these 
years. On such occasions, covering often a course of 
months, during which she was supposed to be in some 
religious retreat, Allan and I must toughen upon self- 
responsibility, until, I think, they came to be the most 
developing of all periods to us ; and madame would smile, 
upon her return, over the new inches our independence had 
gained. 

For a time, I believe, she had prepared herself for 
reprisals on the part of an exposed and ruined traitor of her 
household ; but during five years M. Nagle gave us no hint 
of his continued existence; nor did I learn, nor care to 
inquire into, any more of the business which had disgraced 
him, and taught me, as I was shamed to think, my own 
inefficiency. As to that, indeed, my mother was more than 
generous ; yet I could not but be aware how, for a long 
while afterwards, my place in her privy council was — to put 
it mildly — allowed to lapse into a sinecure. However, all 
contributed to an education of self-reliance, of which, indeed, 
no armour could be too strong, in view of the onset of dark 
days which now threatened close upon me. 

* To retaliate apon the Berlin Decree, an Engliih order of 
Gonnofl, 1807, declared aU yeMeU bound to the ports of Franoe good 
pixee, nnloM they had flnt touched at, or deared oat from, a British 
harbour. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The year 1808 gasped out its life on the rack, symbolic 
of poor Freedom, and on the rack gave birth to her fateful 
heir. Our mother was then away, on the wings of such 
a suppressed agitation as I had never known her reveal 
before ; our equivocal position left me no right vent for the 
excitement with which my head and heart were inflated ; 
disaster pursued our English arms in Spain, and, finally, 
some premonition of impending catastrophe weighed me 
down at home. And, behold ! sharp and sudden the blow 
fell — at once, like shipwreck on a submerged rock at night. 

My « « « « «i hast thou not known how this was to come ? 
Sit low, then, and listen with a quiet courage, for by what 
better way than truth's could I approach thy true heart ? 

During all these nine years from boy into manhood I 
had never forgotten Esther Van Boost At twenty-three, 
as at fourteen— though throughout that long interval I had 
not once seen, and only indirectly heard of her — her image 
and our compact kept my soul. In silence I had been ever 
tenacious of my ideal, decking and caressing it, perhaps, 
out of all likeness with the reality. Yearning, in the first 
sickness of my divorce from it, for sympathy, the rebuff 
my confidence received from Allan, my one refuge in that 
distress, drove me into a silence on the subject which was to 
become more self-sufficing than any spoken sentiment could 
have been. Yet, let it be fully understood, my comrade 
knew the lasting truth of my devotion — ^knew how I but 
bided my time to realize upon my long investment of faith. 
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One day — it was in early February of 1809, my mother 
being still absent— I was out riding in the environs of the 
city, drawn by curiosity to witness the arrival of a certain 
royal cortige, Madame Hortense, in fact, was advertised on 
her way back to the Court, which she had so long adorned 
by her absence, with advices suspected from the emperor 
which were already the subject of much nervous speculation. 
In the mean time the queen was to be received with accla- 
mation, and her return signalized by fetes and rejoicings, 
in which we were to take, diplomatically, our share, never 
omitting a great masked ball to be given by Mynheer 
Schleitz, our Burgomaster. Allan had been gone some 
weeks on a visit to Rotterdam, and I was alone. 

It was a bright, cold day, and out on the Rotterdam road 
all was bustle and cheeriness, for absentee Gravenhage was 
flocking back from the four quarters to the event. For some 
time I loitered, watching the vivid uniforms and the piled sleds 
sweep by. These last were of every variety of shape and colour, 
gilt, painted, or inlaid, with a plumed horse, having a warm 
leopard or other skin over its back, to draw it. Some of 
the simpler class were driven by footmen, who ran beside 
with the reins in one hand, and in the other a wetted rope, 
which they would pass underneath the runners from time 
to time, either to prevent these taking fire, or to fill up little 
inequalities in the snow. The one consecutive feature in 
this changeful panorama was, indeed, nothing less than the 
round Dutch face, which, projected from furs or a fat Indian 
quilt and tied up in a cloth like a pudding, succeeded itself 
with such regularity as to suggest the reflection that a 
Caligula would find it an easy task to decapitate the whole 
of female Holland at a blow. 

By-and-by, getting the frost in my feet, I turned into 
Yronw Van Pelt's wine-house for a glass of that good lady's 
incomparable %g-nog. I was standing, solitary, looking 
out of the little parlour window which commanded a view of 
the highway, when I saw a sledge draw up, and a lady and 
gentleman, who had preceded it on horseback, dismount and 
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come towards the house. SomeUiii^ diatncting my at- 
tention, I miaaed their approach, nntil a andden voice at the 
outer door informed me of their contiguity. 

" Hola, old Pelt I " it cried : " bring two glasses of flip 
here!" 

Allan's tones — there was no mistakii^ them ; and I was 
darting f<nward, when an answering voice brought me, 
with a gasp, to an instant stand. 

" Oh, don't, Allan I Yon know I drink nothing bnt 
water." 

So we recover the broken threads of romance : on snch 
Bitnations life rings down its tragic cnitains. I never had 
a doobt bnt it was she. I coold have traced her throogh 
the howling of the nethermost hell by her wlusper alone. 

" Nonsense," said Allan. *' Ton shall drink it, by God 1 
A little wine in those pretty pasty cheeks — 'tis ^ they 
want. Oome, now I " 

I heard the landlady move np, aocoet them, and with- 
draw. Like a pallid thief I tiptoed, and peered throngh 
the crack of the parlour door. He was standing there in 
the porch, bright and andacioos and insolent ; and she was, 
ind^d, beside him. So placid ran her temperament, she 
had changed little in these nine years. She was taller, of 
conise, and shapely in the figure ; bnt the dnmherons 
whiteness of her complexion, the soft shadow of her hairi 
were unaltered by a tone. I noticed — ^what in that moment 
was not revealed to the famished greed of my eyes 7 — that 
her habit and the feathers in her hat were frayed, bat that 
the fora abont her neck were new and rich. 

She sipped the hot wme and shuddered. 

" 1 can't, Allan," she said. " Don't make me." 
^ He took ^e glass from her hand, roogh and jeering. 
^ " Wliat ! You'll diaobey me I " he cried—" Yon'll dare I 
"^en old mother Van Boost ahall have it. Ill carry it ont 
"* her, imd she shall drink it in the aledge." 

He made as if to go. Looking aside and throngh the 
window, I saw an old^ eager, hungry face peering from 
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wraps, and gloating over his movements. Esther started, 
and catching him, regained the glass. 

" Don't I " she said. " How can you be so cruel ? I'll 
drink it, then." 

She was as good as her word, while he watched her, 
grinning. As the glass was at her lips, I had a momentary 
curiosity to peep again at the sledge without. The frosty 
apparition had sunk and disappeared, leaving only a sug- 
gestion of red and malignant eyes above the surface. 
Then, hearing a sound, I came back to my post, and saw the 
porch was empty. I hurried to the window. They were 
going down the path together. He kissed her, in the face 
of day ; and she no more resented it than if she had been 
a Gkrman bratUehsn. She even laughed, and seemed 
voluble for her. There was come indeed into her cheeks 
just that little rose of colour which was needed for the 
acute accent to her beauty. 

*' Damn him I " I said, and nothing more. 

Towards evening I turned for home. I reached the 
ch&teau, fagged and dry-mouthed, only to find that my 
mother was arrived unexpectedly some hours earlier, and 
was at the moment sleeping off the fatigues of travel. It 
was near midnight when I was called to her. She sat up in 
bed, rosy from warmth and rest, and greeted me with glad 
eyes. 

** Robin," she said — " Robin ! How grave and strong 
you grow I You will not miss me now, my child : is it not 
so?" 

I knelt down by her, and buried my face in the clothes. 

** Mother," I said, ** never, in all my life, so much." 

*' Ah I " The cry came from her, quick and intuitive. 
In whatever mood, through whatever disguise of words, 
this dear spirit could not err in reading me. 

** Something has happened," she said. *^I saw it in 
your face. What is it ? " 

I looked up, setting my jaw to still my quivering lips. 

** She is come into my life again," I said. 
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There was silence for a while. She dwelt npon me with 
an intense yearning gaze. 

" Tell me/' she said softly, then. " I feared that this 
might be.'* 

" How, mother ? " I asked, surprised. 

" Child," she said, " before I last left, I knew that they 
were in Rotterdam. Ah, my agents serve me, Robin I 
They, those two, have fallen upon evil days. The girl is of 
Dutch extraction, through her father ; and, in these pro- 
lific times, even Dutch connections are not to be despised 
for the interest they can command. I only wonder we have 
not come upon them sooner — or they upon us. WeU, it 
has happened at last through Allan. And now, my dearer 
son?" 

Her arms stole about my neck. "And now?" she 
repeated, her voice sweet and low, yet like a trumpet-call to 
my sickness. 

" I should not have spoken," I muttered, " but that I 
believe my brother has betrayed me." 

There was a strange eagerness in her face. Her hair, 
gleaming copper in the lamplight, fell in a wreck of beauty 
about it. She caught me into her bosom, and held me 
hard. 

" My baby I " she whispered, a strange mixture of pain 
and jubilance in her voice. " For the first time that you 
cry to me I cannot help you. For the first time that you 
cry to me, I answer back, entreating : Robin, Robin, mine 
is the greater need, and of you I " 

'^ The time has come, then ? " I said. 

" It is come," she answered. 

I put her arms gently away, and rose to my feet. 

'^ I think I am glad," I said. " Is it then, because of 
our beaten English ? " — ^for news of the fine disaster of 
Gomnna had reached us but the day before. 

" They are not beaten," she said. " They but fall back 
for a fiercer charge. Yes, that at last is the reason." 

She would say no more to me at present, beyond a 
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farther implication that all smaller issues must give now 
before the great test which was to prove me nothing or her 
most leal knight. But, two days later, she spoke to me 
again, kneeling at my feet, as I sat, like a supplicant. 

** I know, dear. Thej are lodging in the Eneuterdjk, 
and Allan close hj, I have sent to summon him home. 
The woman, the mother, drinks too much. Thej are very 
poor, and Allan gives them presents. Bobin, if you could 
only understand, she is unworthy of you I " 

I rose fiercely to my feet. 

" How dare you say it ? " I cried. " And I have not 
even spoken with her." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

I DREADED to, that is the troth. All that day and part of 
the following I moped at home. In the eyening was the 
Burgomaster's ball, the prospect of which, as noon deepened 
into dusk, faced me like a death trial For I believed 
Esther .wonld be there, and that my sentence was but a 
question of hours. I dreaded it immeasurably ; and yet it 
was never to be spoken. This was a pantomime of ghosts, 
in which, from first to last, no word meant for either passed 
between us two. 

The house was very quiet. Suddenly a bell rang in the 
distance, and steps approached. Some one came to summon 
me to my mother's presence. She was in her writing-doset, 
a little thick-shut room high up in the old walls. Allan 
was there with her, lolling in the window-place. I stopped 
where I had entered, ignoring him and facing Lady Lois, 
She stood by the stove, her head bent, one urn resting on 
a ledge above, the fingers of both hands clasped stiffly 
together. I wondered at the richness of her dress more 
than at the enforced repose of her manner. 

** Bobin," she said, in her soft dear voice, '* see that the 
door is fast.'' 

I obeyed, scarcely marvelling. Then she rose upon us 
in a moment — ^upright, gestureless, lovely in self-contain- 
ment — our queen and mother in one. Her face was stone 
pale, the eyes of it set and pellucid as gems in an antique 
statue. 

*' My sons," she said, ** do you love me ? " 
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" Mother I *' I whispered. 

^' Love one another^ then," she said. 

Allan sniggered, and eyed me askance. I did not move ; 
but I saw mj mother^s hand, as it lay in the folds of her 
dress, contract slightly. 

" Through these long years, and always side by side I 
Allan," she cried, ^'yon were alone, and I found yon a 
comrade." She turned to me. " You had no brother, and 
I gave you one. Children, if ever in our pathetic relations 
your hearts have accused me of inclining to one or the 
other, believe, children, believe only that I wrought to 
set the balance of your natures to a common poise of love 
and fideUty I " 

She caught at herself — at the little thrill of emotion, of 
whose escape the tremor in her voice warned her. 

''And now," she said, "when the time for which we 
have all lived and planned and suffered is instant, you will 
not falsify my hopes of you." 

I was conscious again of Allan's stealthy glance canvass- 
ing me. Suddenly my better self triumphed, and I turned 
and looked at him. 

''I am ready," I said. ''I will believe nothing but 
honour of my brother. We are friends and comrades, are 
we not, Allan ? " 

I was ignorant of what he knew of my knowledge ; but 
in that instant I would stoutly give him ttie credit of a part 
in which no wrong to me was designed. Alas I alas I He 
was so base, I think, so naturally ignoble, that be read 
in my impulsive loyalty nothing but a mean attempt at 
propitiation. 

'' I protest and vow," he said, with a sulky wriggle, 
'' I don't know what the two of you are fishin' for, or what 
you want to make me say. I've done nothin' that I know 
of to call for this ; and as to findin' me a brother, be sure, 
mamma, that it wasn't findin' yourself a son first. Well, 
all I can say is, you've had your day, and now it's comin' to 
be my turn ; and Bobin should have thought sooner, if he 
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wanted to keep himself in favour with the family he owes 
everything to, not omittin* his name." 

He might have struck her in the face, I believe, without 
moving her to retaliate in this early crisis of her designs. 
She stilled me with a look, and spoke on to him, quite 
humbly as it seemed. 

^' Allan, it is true that a few months will see you your 
own master. It is as true that, in educating you through 
all these years to a great destiny, I have sought no means to 
your training but such as the end would justify. If some- 
times I may have appeared partial, 0, think, dear, how all 
natures cannot be brought subject to a conmion system. 
One may be persuaded to the goal that another needs the spur 
to. I have not meant to be harsh. I have meant only to 
lead my children to this moment, hand-in-hand, equally 
equipped, lovers and comrades." 

" Well," he said, a little— but a Uttle— moved, " it's all 
right with you, mamma. You could bring me up as yon 
liked, you know ; and I never complained, did I ? 
But " 

He stopped, ostentatiously turned his shoulder on me, 
and went on suddenly — 

*^ Hadn't you better say straight out what you want us 
to do ? " 

She was as rigid as marble. She hardly seemed to 
breathe. 

^'It is to fetch our king, and convey him secretly to 
England — to Loiscourt," she said. 

I stared at her in a dumb amazement. 

" Our king, mother I " I whispered. " The Comte de 
Provence I " 

" Child I " she said (her very voice seemed cramped and 
tense). "When have you known me call the Comte de 
Provence king ? " 

" Who, then ? " 

" The son of the royal martyr — Louis — said falsely to 
have been done to death in the Temple." 
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A dead silence ensued. I saw Allan's expression pass 
throngh all the gamut of wonder to mockery. He thought 
her mad. "^ 

^' Said falsely ! " I repeated at last. 

She leaned a little forward, her brows raised, her eyes 
burning under them. 

" Listen," she said, " to every word. He did not die. 
Do you understand ? He did not die. At the last moment, 
in all that nation of wolves, two human hearts were found. 
These men, Laurent and Gomier, commissaries of the fied, 
had replaced the fiend Simon. Perhaps they were fathers 
themselves — perhaps self-interest was allowed to influence 
their actions. In any case, they substituted a child of the 
people— a little smitten and dying idiot of the faubourgs — 
for their sacred charge, whom they succeeded in smuggling 
out of France. And in exile, close and secret, he awaits 
through all these years the summons to return and claim his 
own." 

She paused. 

" Mother I " I said, awestruck. " And these men— these 
commissaries ? " 

She slightly shrugged her shoulders. 

"I know not. That red sea claimed its own, I tell 
you only the truth. I crown you with it — you, my sons, in 
whom through these years it has been my passion and my 
agony to foresee the instruments of an heroic destiuy. 
And now the moment is come. The usurper threatens our 
secret — our secret, so long and so jealously kept, that at 
this day only I and four others share it. And you, my 
sons, my children, 0, in this crisis forget your little, 
little jedonsies — so small, so ignoble in the light of what 
awaits you. Through toil and peril and difficulty perhaps, 
but to win an imperishable renown I — to vindicate your 
trust in the very defiance of death ! — to have it said of you in 
after years : Through these simple gentlemen, those devoted 
hearts, was accomplished the glory of a royal resurrection I 
Go then, to this place of exile, and acquit yourselves of 
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joor preordained task I Bring Loois to England, where in 
Becority he may await the fall of the antichrist, who rofihes 
even now npon his doom I " 

She fell back, breathing hard and qnick, clntching' her 
hands to her breast. No one spoke for a while. 

Then I bowed mj head, and, '* Mother,*' I said, as I had 
said once before, " I am ready." 

She sighed, as if irresistibly, breathing ont an intoler- 
able suspense, and tamed, without a word, to Allan. 

He was looking down oddly. 

" Where in exile ? " says he. 

There was an irrepressible mockery in his tone. 

*'Say like yonr brother, and you shall know,'' she answered. 

*^ My brother I " he exclaimed, with a little titter of 
scorn. Then, under the stimulus of a sort of bullying 
terror, '* And is this the great design ? " he cried out, all in 
a moment. '* Is this the mission I've been brought up to 
all my years— me, an English gentleman, with my own 
king that's good enough for my wants ? A fine education, 
to be sure I And a fine wild-goose chase to set me to, while 
you stay quietly at home to gather in the profits I For 
shame, mamma I To study so to use me to your ends, and 
all the time never hesitate to prefer a fellow without a name 
to your own son ! " 

He started aside, in sudden nervousness, and put up his 
arm, as if he deprecated a blow from me. But I did not 
move, neither did bis mother, though her face was gone 
like stona 

"Well," she breathed, quite low, "I feared; but I 
would not fear. What then ? " 

He burst out again, borrowing courage from violence. 

" It's all a flam I He died in that place, and every one 
knows it. His sister said so herself, and it's wickedness 
to pretend he didn't." 

" She was a prisoner. She was not allowed to see him. 
She believed what she was told," said my mistress, in the 
same cold soft way. 



i 

^ 



A OASTLE IN SPAIN. 123 

'' Nonsense ! " cried Allan. '* She was never ready to 
believe half so much as yon. Ton^re mad on this legitimacy 
business. Any one could take you in. But I'm not such 
a soft ; and as to duty, you should have gone another way 
to teach it me, if you wanted me to believe. 0, 1 know 
well enough where the truth lay, though I*m not going 
to tell. Bobin there owes most to you. Let him go if 
he likes, and a good riddance. But as for me, I've got 
my own duty, comin' of age ; and if, after aU, this is the 
secret of the whole blessed business that's beeoi hinted at 
and wmked over so long, why I tell you positive I'm not 
going to be drawn into it So now I'll e'en leave you two 
to discuss your plans alone." 

He made for the door, faintly swaggering. With a 
swift step and rustle, his mother was there before him. 

^^Oowardl renege! No son of mine I" she hissed. 
*' Go, then I and if by word or look you betray this little 

that you know Oh, my God I why not now — 

now ! " 

He understood the fury in her eyes, and fell whimpering, 
his round face ashy as the wall he sidled agamst. 

** Bobin," he cried, ** she's going to hurt me I Don't 
let her I " 

I ran between them. 

''Let him pass," I said. ''Do you hear? He will 
hold his tongue." 

" Why shouldn't I ? " he protested, snuflBing. " I'm 
not so particlarly anxious to be taken for a lunatic I " 

She flung open the door. 

" Go I " she said ; and he slunk out, shrinking before 
her, and disappeared. 

With her hand still on the closed latch, she turned and 
looked at me whitely. 

" A traitor I " she muttered. " Is he a traitor ? " 

I shook my head. 

" It is only this," I reasoned : " that I think from the 
first he never meant to submit to your plans for him ; but 
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temporized, from a policy part cnnning and part fearful. 
Now, seeing his independence close, he plucks up spirit to 
dare you with the truth." 

She seemed only half to hear me. 

"Submit?" she said. "Yes, if on the wheel. But 
there is more — ^you don't know — ^that man, De Vaux— he 
has been seen lately in the town ; and if Allan, as once 
before " 

She broke off, and ere I could utter one startled com- 
ment on her news, had thrown herself at my feet, and was 
clutching and weeping oyer my hands. 

" My son I " she cried, in a fierce strenuous emotion — 
^* my only son now ! To bear alone this weight of destiny 1 
To accept the contemptuous loan of this false-proud name, 
and make honour of it, and fling it back immortal to the 
craven who abuses it ! Thou shalt not go. I will find 

other instruments. I And yet if I dared tell all that 

is in my heart I " 

She held to me convulsively, grieving and mourning. 

" So brave, so wronged, so true I " she cried. " Your 
eyes pierce me — ^your silence withers I Robin, Robin, tell 
me what to do." 

"Mother," I said, all bewildered as I was, "is it not 
enough that I owe you that name ? " (She gave a little 
cry, hiding her face as she clung to me.) " Well, I will 
tell you. Through all our past, whenever I have anticipated 
in thought this moment, whenever I have vaguely shadowed 
out the destiny to which we were committed, it was always 
alone that I went to meet it. This defection — 0, mother, 
it may amaze you — I do not know. But to me, at least, 
it was foreseen from the first. Now, I am ready. I want 
no other to help me to justify all this long trui^ and love 
lavished upon a nameless child. Mother, mother, don't 
cry so I " 

She knelt to me yet a while, then rose and turned away 
a little, and, when she faced me again, was more than 
herself, eager and radiant. 
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''God take my Iamb into His keeping I" she said 
fervently: "God take my Iambi Will you know the 
truth, Robin ? " 

I laughed, and nodded. 

" To plain business, then," I said. 

"Robin," she answered, "I make you sixth trustee. 
The king is in Spain. Through all these years he lies 
hidden in a convent, curing of his grievous hurts. But 
now, his concealment menaced, he must be snatched from 
the path of the destroyer, and carried into safety. It can 
be done by one who is brave and wary. The English 
are preparing a new expedition. The moment is op- 
portune, and the direction. You go, if you go, with 
that." 

I stood, or tried to stand, like a soldier. 

" And when ? " said I. 

" At once," she answered. 

She looked me intently in the eyes. 

" Nevertheless," she said, " you must not foresee a simple 
task, nor a secure. I have said that the truth is known 
to but five in all, and now to you. Yet others may con- 
jecture or suspect. Were you not subjected once before 
to espionage — to inquisition ? Robin, that man De Yaux — 
I have told you— is to the front again ; and there are 
many others. You may be followed — even attacked and 
searched." 

"They can take no particulars from me, mother, till 
I have them." 

"For that very reason, child, you shall travel empty- 
handed. Your one instruction is to seek a certain address 
in Lisbon, where you will be further informed. And 
then " 

She stopped, uttered a quick exclamation, and stood 
with startled, frowning eyes. 

" Ah I " she cried ; " my God, I had forgotten I The 
ingrate I 0, the ingrate 1 " 

She pressed her hand to her forehead. 
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"The word I*' she said. "They are under pledge to 
deliver him to none but Sir Allan Lo'iiEi, whom onr agent 
at Lisbon is to identify I ^' 

I stared at her, not knowing what to answer. Her 
brow was as dark as storm. 

" Robin," she muttered presently, " yon must leave me : 
I must think it over — devise some expedient. Go, my 
child, for the present." 

I turned ; but before I could move away she had me 
in her arms again, and her eyes were returned to soft- 
ness. 

"My hero!" she murmured proudly. "Thou shalt 
prevail single-handed. What I is it not finer so ? and I — 
perhaps I should have been jealous of a divided crown. 
Now^we two only, Bobin. In love together, and none to 
push between, tiU the end. Yet, ah I " she said. " How 
to bid you into the dark ! " 

She led me to the window. The chill blown flats were 
spread before, and then the leafless bow of a sapling, and 
then the ashy sea, scratched by claws of wind. It was all 
jph^iniiTi winter, the heavens pelting the land with stones 
of frost, the land grinding its teeth at God. A mile off 
shore, spectral in bleakness, rode a ship at anchor. 

" Look," said my mother ; " I have but to put a lamp 
here-*and you go down, and presently find a boat awaiting 
you. Shall I have the courage when the moment comes ? 
Ah, the little touch it needs to launch a mighty destiny I 
Dost thou not know, dear, that a child may cut the rope 
which gives the vessel of a hundred guns to the sea ? Ah, 
Robin, if my ship came back disabled, or, worse, was never 
heard of more I My God, thou shalt not go I " 
I broke from her, crying merrily — 
" I hold you by my knowledge of your secret. Are you 
for the burgomaster's ball to-night, mamma ? " 

She smiled, shaking her head, and the tears were running 
down her cheeks. 

"I have no dress for dejection," she said. "But do 
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yon go, dear, and think of nothing else— nothing else, in 
the mean time/^ 

I laughed, and, kissing my hand to her, ran from the 
room. Bnt outside, with the door between ns, I seemed 
to fall at once into the paces of a premature and rather 
wistful middle-age. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Mtnheer Shleitz was, I am sure, as anxious and respect- 
able a burgomaster as ever put his hand deep in his pocket 
to serve time; yet, looking across that glooming lapse 
between noon and night, I foreread in his ball a very feast 
of Belshazzar. Dressing, I already saw the writing on the 
wall, and myself the protagonist of a desperate entertain- 
ment. I might feign disguise — a tragic mockery — in mask 
and domino. Fate had wrought me unrecognizably beyond 
myself, a man of heavy burdens and responsibilities, and 
one, for the moment, with a deep sense of loneliness. As I 
trod the frozen avenue, going citywards, my solenm footfalls 
seemed to wake no cheery echoes. Even these light re- 
sponses to the dance of life were silent, and I passed on my 
way with a numb feeling of isolation from the common 
sympathies of youth. This did not only derive from that 
haunting dread of my brother's betrayal of me ; it owed as 
much, I think, to the secret conviction that my mother 
welcomed in her heart the disillusionment which was to make 
me wholly hers, which was to convert me from the fanciful 
to the real business of manhood. Her great dreams, indeed, 
could not seriously regard this little incursion of love- 
shadows into their domain, nor could they conceive me 
quite serious in expecting her to be so. She foresaw larger 
issues for the child of her ambition. 

There had been no sign of Allan^s presence in the house 
when I left it. Either he lay low there, or was already 
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gone before. Well, we were apart for ever now, yet some- 
how his silent withdrawal angered me. And then — my first 
oath in all my life, I think — I stopped, and cnrsed, not him 
bat Fate, and felt a momentary mad rebellion to repudiate 
all this nnjnstified claim apon my endurance and magna- 
nimity. But the mood only flared to its quicker extinguish- 
ment, and I went darkly on again. I had little hope but 
to find the opportunity to end hope in me, and so, whole- 
hearted, for what that heart would be worth, to a sterner 
destiny I 

Now, alas for the heroics of young passion I The Town 
Hall blazed upon me in a sudden wind and roar of light, 
and I went in and found myself walking, not only un- 
scathed, but with positive exhilaration, in the midst of it. 
It was more Nebuchadnezzar's furnace than Belshazzar's 
hall, and I came by-and-by to consider myself rather one of 
the elect than of the condenmed. The consciousness that 
I moved in this unconscious throng, the chosen for a 
glorious mission, began to fire my blood and my brain. 
I came to laugh, to finesse. I surmounted my drearier self ; 
I grew intoxicated. 

It was a brilliant spectacle, whirling ever madder and 
hotter as the company increased. Great personages, it was 
whispered, would look in by-and-by. In the mean time 
France was at least a seething leaven to these phlegmatic 
Hollanders. It caricatured them beyond their own recog- 
nition, and again turned their bewilderment over these 
gross likenesses to fresh account. Masks were de rigueur 
till the midnight unveiling. Monks, devils, pierrots, 
grisettes, over whatever distortions, over whatever co- 
quetries of visage, must wear this livery of license under 
penalty of expulsion. And who objected ? It was a wanton 
age, I fear. 

It was in the Saloon of Glass— which, lit with a 
thousuid tapers, and reflecting and re-reflecting in its double 
panelling of mirrors a mad company, seemed to loose 
Carnival beyond the very bounds of reason-y-that I came at 

K 
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last, when it was within an honr of midnight, to the crisis 
of my mood. I had forgotten Esther, forgotten my mission. 
I stood half delirious with the tnmnlt and excitement. 
Suddenly there fell a temporary hnsh about me, and atten- 
tion was called to a tall masquer who made his way through 
the throng. He was dressed in a black-silk cassock, with 
a velvet bonnet, and coif tied beneath the chin. A rusty 
tang of beard fell from his lip. In his hands, invisibly 
gathered beneath his cloak, he held, half-concealed, a glitter- 
ing ball of crystal. A couple of fellows in scarlet tights 
and jerkins preceded him, and bawled his credentials as 
they advanced. 

" Way for the unique Atlas I '* cried one. 

^' Who beareth the heavens on his shoulders 1 *' cried 
the second. *' Who interpreteth the oracles of the skies I 
To whom the hearts of men — ^yea, and of women — are as 
pebbles in a clear pool ! Accost, ye, who shall dare to 
consult of the morrow I Ho, Atlas, the diviner ! " 

The company directly about this group hemmed it in, 
bringing it stationary opposite me. I made a laughing 
remark to a neighbour, and immediately the eyes of the 
nearest of the red ushers were turned upon me with a quick 
look of intelligence, and the mouth underneath twitched as 
if to a little private signal of recognition. I was momen- 
tarily interested to identify the creature, but as soon gave 
up the attempt. His figure, short and thick-s^r--clunch, 
as Miss Frances Burney would have described it — ^might 
have fitted a dozen Hollanders of my acquaintance. The 
point was, it seemed, that in disguise I could not disguise 
my voice, which, indeed, was of a timbre peculiar to both 
AUan^s and mine. We had that in common. 

The stranger, turning away in the instant of his con- 
fidence, raised his chaunt again — 

" Apply I " he cried. " Hear Atlas foretell I Ha, moths, 
ephemera, children of a night I is there not one of ye dares 
the question ? What I No Danton or Macbeth amongst 
yeaU?" 
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A thick-hoofed young boor heaved himself out of the 
throng, and advanced with a sort of shamefaced pugnacity, 
tagging a little person after him. He was in domino and 
raff — ^a great starched yoke copied from some ancestral 
Hals or Mierevelt— on the top of which his head lay round 
and red and black, courting a comparison. His companion, 
who allowed herself to be drawn, seeming reluctant, in his 
wake, was a shepherdess, a little roguery in tags and ribbons, 
who had stepped straight with her crook out of one of 
Fragonard^s/Sto gdlantes. 

^^ Here, master,^' cried the boor, in his uncouth, bullying 
French, ''is a Madame Cocotte, who has done little all 
evening but tease me with her attentions. If your glass 
can assure the creature that my future takes less account of 
her than of the flea in my bed, perhaps shell leave me 
alone." 

A roar of laughter greeted the gallant ; the lady smiled ; 
the seer bent his head. 

*' Take comfort," said he. (I started to hear his voice, 
so thin and husky, too little attuned to an aspect of such 
profundity.) '' These hungry eyes but devour thee, holding 
a feast in anticipation. Sweet eyes to sweetest tooth ; sweet 
tooth that, like the child's, pursues thee" (he signified, 
without looking up, the mottled head upon the ruff), '' follow- 
ing a plum-pudding on its dish. Begone I she hath tasted, 
and is already sick of thee ! " 

The company bellowed. The lady flicked her crook in 
the discomfited cavalier's face. 

" The flea is in thy ear I " she cried ; '' the flea is in thy 
ear ! " and she drove him into the press, following and 
railing at him. 

Another stepped forward, a gaunt, lax hypochondriac, 
with woeful chaps. 

''What shall I die of?" said he. 

" Of something," replied Atlas. ^' A man, if he lives 
long enough, is sure to.** 

" SiMnetlidiig is nothing." 
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'^ And that is thy complaint," said the soothsayer. 

The next was an imperious, laughing beauty. One 
could tell it by her self-confidence, by the dimples beneath 
her mask. She flaunted up, careless of her domino. On 
the left of her white breast glittered a little constellation of 
diamonds. 

'* Can you read me, Atlas ? " said she. 

" Ay," he answered, " like a book. See where a row of 
stars denotes something omitted — thy heart, madame." 

She flounced with a vexed laugh, and left him. 

Others followed ; I cannot record them alL But 
presently it was a couple, man and woman, both closely 
draped. These stood a little, regarding the sport, the man 
very acid in expression ; and then suddenly his lady, in 
lieu of another^s offering, presented herself. Her face — 
what one could see of it — showed thin and sad ; but her 
blue eyes, and the suggestion of fair hair under her hood, 
were like a child's. 

*' Soothsayer," she said, " can you see into my heart 
too?" 

He bent profoundly. 

" As into a clear well." 

" And what do you distinguish there ? " 

" Truth, madame. Nothing else." 

She half turned to her companion, with a question in 
her eyes, as it might be '* Did you hear ? " then shrugged 
her shoulders, seemed about to speak again, but, instead, 
sighed, fell back, and reclaimed the gentleman's arm. He 
bowed in taking hers, still very grim, and moved away with 
her, walking stiff, as if in some rheumatic or other pain or 
disability. Inmiediately there was a stir in the throng, a 
whisper, an unaccountable tremor; and most dispersed, 
tailing after the two, who were nothing less, I learned, than 
our pseudo-royal incompatibles. Bat a scattering remained 
about the seer, on whom I found myself still dwelling, as if 
fascinated. Suddenly I saw the fellow, who had before 
wmked at me, speak behind his hand, and immediately the 
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great Atlas beckoned me. Tingling, in a qnick resolve, I 
went np to him. 

** Thon askest me with thine eyes," said he. ** Look, 
then, thyself, into the ball." 

As I bent to do so, he whispered qnickly into my ear, 
'' When does Bobin saQ ? '' 

In the instant shock I came within a tonch of self- 
betrayal. The slightest start I conld not control ; then I 
feigned very intently to be examining the crystal. 

^* With the new month,** I answered ; and rose and said 
alond, *' Yon have read me aright, soothsayer.** 

Then, not daring to commit myself to another word, 
I tnmed, and ran straight into the arms of a conple of 
ladies who were standing to all appearance regarding 
me. 

** Goodness me I ** exclaimed the elder, in a shrill 
whisper, **if it isn't him, after all I La, Allan, yon gave me 
snch a shock. And Esther would never be happy till she 
found yon ont I No and no says she to a dozen I thought 
was yon ; but trust love*s eyes.** She stood up, pinching 
at my arm to support herself, and spoke into my ear. 
'' Look at her costume I Isn*t she a sweet regale just, 
and you to thank for it I 0, I know I Mum, mum, 
mum I we ain*t going to take her ladyship into our secrets, 
are we ? ** She dropped to her heels again. '* Now, you*ll 
let me have one glass of negus, won*t you,** said she, 
wheedling, ^^ before you settle old mamma in her comer 
for the night ? ** 

Before I could move, or formulate a thought, I felt 
BBther*s arm, tense to trembling, over mine. 

'* No, mamma,'* she said, *' not another. Please go back 
to your seat, that I may know where to find you when I*ve 
spoken with Allan.** 

She drew me away, leaving the old vixen muttering to 
herself. The recovered touch of her, the fragrance, the 
terror of this sweet unconscious intimaqr, wrought such mad- 
ness in my brain, that^ for the moment, any decision was 
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impoflsible to me. I must let my senseB drift till she 
spoke. 

She led me on without a word ; but now and then, I 
thought, her breath would catch softly, as if under the near 
threatening of some emotion. The whole world about us 
surged and babbled with music and voices ; the air was like 
a splintered heaven, jutting lustres from walls and ceiling. 
And in the midst we trod bravely the last steps of our little 
melodrama. That I was part of it was my only bond with 
her that remained. 

Suddenly she turned me into an ante-room which some 
receding wave of excitement had left for the ipoment, as it 
appeared, tenantless. There she stopped and faced me, and 
I saw the storm that had impended break and flood her 
eyes. 

" Allan," she whispered, " where I can speak my terror ! 
Allan, you are breaking my heart I When will you keep 
your word and marry me ? " 

The end had come, and the awakening. Had some- 
thing fallen ? I glanced up. My eyes seemed full of 
blood. Then I wanted to break into a yell of laughter. 
I tore off my mask and stood barefaced, to 1^ her see and 
suffer. 

It was but for an instant. She was brave, at least. 
She had but started, and was standing there, her lips gone 
quite colourless, when I felt myself accosted and seised, and 
looked round to find a couple of the municipal stewards 
claiming me. 

'* Monsieur is unmasked. He has broken the rule. He 
must go." 

It was the backdoor from an impasse. I had the reason 
left to take it, though these gentlemen were firm enough in 
any case to leave me no choice. Without a look or word I 
went about, and let them conduct me to the head of a stair- 
case which descended hard by. 

Now, I was still self-revved, as they had caught me ; 
and striding out so, with Ood knows what history on my 
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face, I looked straight into the startled eyes of the sooth- 
sayer, who, it seemed, had stolen with his red jackals upon 
my heels. 

There was no evasion possible. I set my head high and 
my lips to a stiff smile, and so passed him and went down. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A BITTER, vindictive wind, charged with white bees of 
snow that pursued and stung me as I fled before them, 
drove me crying down the long avenue. 

" I am ready 1 I am ready 1 " Those were the words 
always in my brain. ^^ Let me finish what I have to do, 
and begone I *' 

And the wind screaming up from the south-east answered 
always, " Qo, then, lover and fool I I am favourable 1 '* 

The dead dark ch&teau in the marshes received me at 
last I was admitted by our butler, that same old faithful 
ffatishofmeister and part fellow-conspirator who had served 
us in Berlin. I drove by him with a soothing word or two, 
and went softly up the stairs to my room. There was no 
human sound anywhere, only swirling draughts and the 
wind of inarticulate voices in keyholes. 

A taper burned on the hearUi ; my sword hung on the 
wall. I clipped it from its sheath, lifted the light, and 
going to Allan's room, entered it like a murderer. 

Like a murderer 1 He was sleeping there untroubled as 
a child. It waa as I supposed. He had not gone to the 
masque at all. He had compromised with an easy conscience, 
persuaded that he made some atonement by denying himself 
a perilous delight. 

I struck him across the breast with my naked blade, and 
he woke on the instant and sat up with a cry. I think he 
knew at once what was upon him, for his voice tailed oS 
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into a horrible snppressed sob, and he put np his hands and 
prayed to me. 

^ Don't kill me I" his white lips shaped. 

*' That's as yon defend yourself ," I said. ^' Yon have a 
sword too.'* 

A little irrepressible groan came from him ; and, on 
the instant, he implored, with his eyes, forgiveness 
for it. 

" Listen,*' I said. " So yon found means, after you left 
us, to let M. de Yaux know." 

He had to clutch at his throat to stifle in it the scream 
which was irresistibly wrung from him. He was wrought 
beyond protest or defence, was incapable even of rallying so 
far as to wonder over the sources of my information. He 
yielded all without a question, without a blow. 

'^ Listen," I said again. ^'You are a double-damned 
w^itor ; but I will forgive you, even now, if you will keep 
your shameful promise to her — to the woman, the love, you 
have robbed from me." 

With the word, I was conscious of a little soft stir in the 
room, and turned to see Lady Lo'is standing within the 
doorway. A dreadful wild smile was on her face. '' Hush ! " 
she said, and bolted the door very gently, and came towards 
us— up to the bed. 

" Allan," she whispered — ** my son ! I have followed on 
this bastard's heels and heard what you have heard. Fight 
him, for your honour, here and now, while I hold the 
light I " 

His eyes, like a mad thing's, stared at her incredulous. 
He shrunk back, making himself small in the bedclothes. 
The very woodwork shuddered under him. 

" Fight ! " he shivered, gulping and cowering. " 0, 
manmia, you don't mean it I 0, mamma, I have done 
wrong I I will confess everything I I will marry Esther 
to-morrow." 

Then horror, some dreadful premonition, mastered him, 
and he ended with a rising screech. On the instant, she 
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had flnng herself upon him, and was strangling him with 
her hands. 

It was a hideous moment. I leapt and tore her away, 
and she fell dishevelled at my feet, leaving the other moan- 
ing. She rose against me, kndt to me, clutched and 
fondled me, sobbing at last. 

*' I said it only to shame him, not you. So craven, and 
my son ! Such a black traitor, and my son I Now it is 
ended, and I renounce him. D^ you hear ? You are no 
longer son of mine — ^not in love, nor name. Ab, in name ! 
Robin, help me 1 *' 

She got to her feet — to that instant command of herself 
which seemed always within her power. 

" Nay," she said, even with a faint smile, to my warning 
movement, " the madness is past." 

I let her go. Very quietly she went and stood over 
the bed. 

" Get up," she said. 

The boy rose, mute and shivering. 

''You will dress," said she, "and wait here till I 
summon you. It will be to hear the terms on which your 
safety depends. If you seek to escape, I will have you 
followed and killed." 

She took my hand, and led me away. Her writing- 
room was hard by, a light burning in it. She lifted this 
lamp and placed it in the window. 

" I am to go to-night ? " I said. 

" And I," she answered. •* This traitor in our camp ! 
He must be taken home, to Lo'iscourt, without a moment's 
delay. Should he stay here, he would be practised on 
again." 

"And Esther?" I said. 

" Well," she muttered, after a little pause. " You heard 
him promise." 

" Mother," I said quietly, " I will not go unless I liear 
you, too." 

She frowned, then shrugged her shoulders. 
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^ What does it matter ? He may take his wife from the 
streets if he will. But I must have him in Hampshire first. 
He can write from there.*' 

So was made the bond between ns, and, knowing her, I 
asked no more. 

She pnt her two hands on my shoulders, and looked 
into my sad eyes. 

'* Bobin I '* she said. 

Then I forgot for a little my manliness, thongh I will 
not shame this record by describing my own. Hnch 
tenderness and sympathy I received for my dr^iry solace, 
yet I could not but be conscious that my mother breathed 
freer for the knowledge. Let it all pass, and a row of stars, 
as with the vain beauty at the masque, stand significant of 
the omission. 

I awoke from my Alnaschar^s dream disillusioned, but 
a man at last of dominant purpose. Hard and resolved I 
stood up, this great lady's most single and unprotesting 
knight. Her cause should be my cause ; and in her behests 
would I ride, like Oskold among the elf-maidens, with cold, 
scornful eyes turned to all sirens and decoys. 

Ah, well ! I was still very young. And heart complaint 
in youth is still heart complaint, however a practical world 
may laugh to attribute it to those same ** lovensick winds " 
which filled Cleopatra's purple sails. 

Now we had little time left before us, and I went to my 
room, by my mother's directions, to pack a valise with the 
plain necessaries for a journey, no more. For the rest, my 
commands from her were to proceed straight to London — 
diverging for one night only to Lo'iscourt, and that for a 
reason which she was to explain to me — where she would 
advise me by letter upon every matter touching the busi- 
ness in hand. Only, for th& moment, despatch was neces- 
sary, inasmuch as she foresaw almost immediate pursuit 
of me. 

I had told her, indeed— that acute personal sorrow once 
cried and for ever laid— of my recognition of the Chevalier 
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de Yanx under the diviner^s beard and cassock, of his 
mistaking me, and of his henchman's mistaking me, for 
Allan ; and finally of their subsequent realization of their 
mistake. And she had cried, '* My God ! There is not a 
moment to lose. He will be on your heels by dawn 1 '' 

Then I had only smiled, dreary and indifferent. 

** Be it so,** I had said. ^' It is my fate to wrestle with 
chimeras. Yet who, in God's name, is this man ? ** 

She shook her head. 

" Once I believed him agent of the Comte de Provence," 
she had said. And then, *' Robin, he is wary as a fox. I 
never think to have him but he runs to earth. That flask 
—he may have been the unconscious instrument of others. 
I do not say, I do not know, yet my instincts revolt against 
him. At least, for some reason, he suspects, and would be 
beforehand with us, whether in his own interests, or " 

^* Mother, I have more to say. Before God, I believe 
that one of those with him was our old steward." 

She had stared at me, frowning and sombre. Then 
** Go," she had whispered. *' We sail on dark waters." 

I was but a little while preparing. When I came down 
to her room again she was standing there, veiled and 
cloaked, and Allan beside her. The boy sought fearfully 
to suppress his emotion ; but every now and then a dry 
sob was wrenched from his chest. The* good old hofmeister 
was going out as I entered. He threw up his hands and 
eyes, and went past me with a groan. My mother signed 
to me to close the door. Then she turned and faced 
her son. 

*'I give you the terms," she said, cold and terrible. 
** What is to be done can only be done in your name. That 
name you must part with to Robin, taking his in exchange. 
From this moment, until he returns, he becomes Sir Allan, 
and you Robin Lois." 

I listened dumbfounded. In an instant I foresaw 
how, returning to England after our long estrangement 
from it, this bold plan was made feasible to us. I did not 
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know of which I stood most in awe, my mother's strategic 
mastery of circumstance, or the part I was called upon to 
play. Dumbly I looked at Allan. 

His lips moved to a scarce audible assent. 

" That is not enough," she said fiercely. " You must 
swear faith to this compact before God." 

She had the awful book ready. He took it in his 
trembling hand, and repeated the binding words after her. 

'* So your life is spared," she said at the end. '* And 
now hearken, both of you. With our first step outside 
this house, we take up the new conditions. Remember, and 
play your parts I " 

She moved to, and now addressed me alone. 

*' The rest shall follow, as I have promised. You will 
cross as I have directed ; you will spend one night as Sir 
Allan — they are long prepared for him — ^at Lo'iscourt, with 
a purpose to entangle the issues in event of pursuit ; and 
yon win post on the following day to London, where you 
will await my instructions. As for us, we land eastwards 
on the coast to arrive later ; and that is all you need know." 

She signed to us to come ; and without another word 
we issued forth, I carrying my valise. The wild wind 
drove, the snow whipped us forward. It was a bitter night, 
indeed. Under cover of the storm Allan let his sobs come 
fast and hopeless. I could have felt pity for him ; but his 
mother heard inflexible. We stumbled over the bents, 
making a little northwards of Scheveningen for the bare 
coast. Long before we reached and surmounted the great 
seaward dyke, the swishing boom of waves was audible to 
us through the wind ; and when at last we had climbed 
and were over, the desolation of mad. and ghostly waters 
took our eyes with terror. 

Mymc^er led us sure and straight to a little cove, 
where a boat, with men in it, was rocking. At the sight 
Allan gave a wretched cry. 

"I can*tl" he screamed. ^'Yon want to kill me, 
after aUl" 
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She drove liim on down to the boat, to whose coxswain 
she whispered a word. In a moment we were on board, 
and were already poshing into the dark and welter, when I 
saw a little hnddle of figures topping the dyke we had 
scaled, and evidently, by its gestures, holloaing to us. But 
if any other than I observed it, he did not regard, and 
shortly the dark and drift cut it off, and we were isolated 
in a whirling chaos. 

The sequel comes back confusedly to me from the 
midst of a great roar and seethe. Some time the dancing 
lights of a ship took our course ; some time we had been 
hauled on board, and were lying sick and battered in a 
little dim and tarry saloon. I remember that my mother, 
unfaltering through all, was vehement with the captain, a 
dry Boston Yankee, to weigh and sail without delay ; that 
he insisted upon awaiting the service of the tide ; that by- 
and-by, while we lingered, there came sounds as of another 
shore party hailing us and being taken on board ; that my 
mother bitterly complained thereat, and was met with the 
protest that it was only some escaped English prisoners, 
whose appeal humanity could not reject, and whose persons, 
being stowed forward, should be permitted neither to 
incommode nor offend ; finally, that every weak extraneous 
interest sinking absorbed in an overwhelming sense of 
bodily misery, I lapsed into a stupor, the prelude to a more 
restoring oblivion. 

When at last I awoke and staggered on deck, it was 
to encounter a blissful knowledge of peace and subsiding 
waters. A little fog of snow was still in the air ; but even 
now the sun was penetrating it, and falling at a mile distant 
upon the fair line of the English coast, up which we were 
running before the most persuasive of young winds. I felt 
the tears come into my eyes: I had yearned so long for 
these dear dim shores. 

Off Selsea Bill we slackened sail, and a boat having 
been signalled to take my mother and Allan ashore — for 
they were temporarily for the town of Chichester — the little 
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craft hitched alougside as we ran, aad the passengers were 
transferred to it. But before this mj mother had taken 
me apart into the saloon, and, after reiterating her instmc- 
tions to me, had broken weeping npon me with such a 
vehemence of love and pride that for the moment my heart 
had overleapt its sorrow, and in its passion of lealtj had 
found some surcease of pain. 

Hurriedly she had spoken to me of the glory of my 
mission, blessing and urging me to it with the tragic rapture 
of some wife of old arming her lord for the crusade. With 
truth, boldness, and discretion she had set herself to equip 
me ; and then she had called me her Warwick, her King- 
maker, and, last of all, her baby — and so we had parted. 

I watched the two go over the side ; and Allan's face, 
for all his villainy, moved me sorely. The ship sped on, 
and the boat dropped behind and away. Till the mists of 
distance blurred our features to one another, I did not 
cease to affect a brave and cheerful countenance ; but when 
at last I turned from looking, I felt as if my lids had 
darkened, and my very heart shrunk cold. 

We slipped on, and towards evening dropped anchor 
in Spithead roads. Thence I took a shore-boat up the 
estuary, and, before dark, was pulled to the dear oozy steps 
so familiar to me. A wherry, which I could have thought 
had followed with some appearance of shadowing us, held 
off at a little distance in the channel as I landed, its rowers 
resting on their oars, and then moved on again Hythewards, 
hugging the bank, so that it was quickly lost to view. 

I turned, pretty sombre, into the way which led upwards 
across the park, and walked on, melancholy and thoughtful. 
It was a cold, sweet evening. Low before me a great moon 
was rising. It looked over the edge of the mistbank as 
over the soft rim of a hill. Infinite tree-shadowed snows 
went on to the world's end in blurred terraces of silence. 
No bird twittered. I paused and looked around. Here 
it was that on the green grass she had stood and told me 
to go away and forget her. Here it was that, with the 
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delkions quick flight of her lipe to mine, the sommer of 
all manhood had broken in me at a tonch. Well, my love 
was dead and shrouded, as the green turf at my feet. I 
stood quite alone in its death-chamber. 

When at last I turned away and went on, it was to 
leave it dead there in the meadows, for ever laid and buried 
beneath the snow. For the truth of this true record, my 
♦ #»♦«> i** history had to be written ; and it is written, 
and there is an end. From the dream I pass now to the 
reality. Henceforth I do not allude to it again. May it 
rest in peace. 



END OF PABT II. 



PART III. 
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CHAPTER I. 

To its present steward, and such of its old retainers as 
remained, I played my short part at Loisconrt with, I 
believe, as much success as reluctance. The knowledge 
of the great issues which hung, or which had been made to 
hang, upon this counterfeiting, alone reconciled me to a 
course which was naturally repugnant to me to a degree, 
and which greatly impaired the emotional pleasure I should 
otherwise have felt in my return to these dear scenes. I 
have said *' which hung, or which had been made to hang^'* 
and Qod knows with what justification I dare such an 
alternative I Yet something compels me to leave it so, 
inasmuch as the sequel was never to convince me that the 
forceful and passionate mind which conceived this situation 
was not ahready foreplanning in it some supplementary 
scheme of private retribution. 

The following morning saw me early again upon my 
way. I rode down to Hythe, and thence crossed by the 
ferry to Southampton, where I took post for the seventy 
miles that divided me from London. It was a dull, quiet 
afternoon, with fog drooping in the hollows ; and, having 
no suspicion of pursuit, my mind was as much at ease as 
it could be under circumstances so novel and responsible. 
My sole baggage was my valise, and I carried no letter or 
paper of any description. 

L 
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The road was crnelly bad, with half-frozen mnd, that 
here and there in huge ruts broke nnder onr wheels and 
let ns through to swoops and jerks that were rib-shattering. 
Small traffic was there, and towards dnsk, such as there 
had been ceased altogether. We had changed at the little 
inn of Lunways— or Lone-ways it might have signified, 
for the desolation of its position — some three or four miles 
beyond Winchester, and were pushing on by the saddest 
and dreariest of roads, when, in the depths of a little 
hollow, we were brought up suddenly, and came within an 
ace of overturning. A log, it seemed, had been cast across 
our path, and over this the horses had tripped and been 
thrown — without hurt, as the fortunate sequel proved, for 
our pace was slow at the time, and the mud a very blanket. 

A little dazed with the concussion — ^for I had been 
flung violently forward — I had opened the door, and was 
in the act of alighting, when my arms were seized from 
behind, and the muzzle of a great horse-pistol was thrust 
into my face by a masked fellow who confronted and 
damned me, in a few surly words, to all perdition if I 
resisted. I made, in fact, no effort to, realizing in a sort 
of half -stunned, half-whimsical way that here was likely to 
be the initial one of those attempts to tap me of which 
I had had forewarning. 

There were two of them, and they forced me to the 
roadside and to sit under a tree there ; and all the while 
I was haunted with the thought of a soothsayer and his 
scarlet confederates. But I conceded everything hand- 
somely, even to being personally and hurriedly searched by 
one of the rogues while the other covered me with his 
weapon. In the mean time, however, my eyes were serving 
my wits, and my wits my chances ; and while we were busy 
together, I saw that the horses had recovered their feet 
unaided, and my postUion, who had been flung without hurt, 
his. He stood, in fact, glowering pretty sullen over the 
backs of his cattle, and presently, finding himself unregarded, 
was softly in his saddle. 
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My inquisitor, finding nothing else to recompense his 
very thorough exploration, hesitated over my watch (what 
money I carried was in my valise) ; but, finally resisting 
the temptation, turned with a grunt, and striding to the 
chaise, thrust his head and the most of his body through 
>the doorway. The instant was my opportunity. I winked, 
ostentatiously, to the postilion, and my guard, suspecting 
collusion, turned sharply about. On the flash, I leapt up, 
dealt him a furious blow with my fist behind the ear, 
and as he sprawled half-stunned, sprang upon the second 
ruiBan, who could not extricate himself in a hurry, and 
threw him down amongst the wheels. In the same moment 
I was within the chaise, and the postilion whipping strenu- 
ously on. There followed a jolt, a screech, a report — but, 
in spite, our pace gathered. I looked out from the window. 
The near wheels had gone scrunch over the head of the 
searcher : the other villain lay glaring in the mud, twisted 
on to his belly, his mask tumbled away, the pistol, from 
which he had fired his innocuous shot, smoking in his 
hand. 

*'Not this time, Goutelasl" I shrieked. ''Not ever 
again for M. Nagle m the road there ! Go back and tell 
your employer I " 

He thundered a storm of black curses after me ; made 
as if hurriedly to reload his weapon ; looked, and cast it 
furiously from him. We had already topped the slope, 
were already beyond his reach. As, fast and fierce, we 
began the further descent, I pulled in my head, and at 
once, smking back on the seat, suffered the reaction. It 
was sharp enough for the moment. The sudden call upon 
my nerves ; the sight of that shattered, crooked face in the 
mud; the sense of isolation and horror in the midst of 
unseen enemies, temporarily overcame me. The chase at 
its very outset, it seemed, had practised easily on my young 
self-security. Those sai-cUsant escaped prisoners on the 
ship : that mysterious boat in the estuary — thus, I believed 
now — were the process and the method of my designed 
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undoing. And, if I had had saspicions, the abeence of 
any direct evidence that a watch was being kept on my 
moYementSy had dismissed them. Such was my title to 
conspiracy I As if the pursuit would have revealed itself I 
As if the leopard ever yet stalked in the open I Now, 
as always, his roar had been coinstantaneons with his 
spring. 

Well, it was a lesson: I will say no more; and the 
violence and the ugly death, of which I had been part 
cause, part witness, no bad preparation for the battlefields 
to which I was condemned. Desperate in my commission, 
and most because of the incidents which had led up to my 
single-handed acceptance of it, I had soon regained myself 
and the power of resolute thought. 

And now the only question to decide was as to how far, 
if in any way, the Chevalier de Vaux was responsible for 
this attack : an idle speculation, after all. At first some 
fear assailed me that, were he, indeed, primum mobile in the 
matter, he would manoeuvre to secure my impeachment on 
a charge of manslaughter. Reflection, however, reassured 
me there. It was so far from being his interest to arrest 
the clew, on whose paying-out by me he looked presumably 
to follow, that his efforts would probably be all in the other 
direction of effacing and concealment. And here, in short, 
I may say that my conclusions were vindicated ; for, though 
as in duty bound, I laid my information at the next town, 
from wMch an armed watch was, within a few hours, 
despatched to search the road; and though I was pro- 
visionally subpoenaed to give evidence if called upon, no 
summons ever came to reach me in London, nor, indeed 
as I heard, had occasion to be sent, the body, when looked 
for, being dbsente reo^ as they say in law, and never after- 
wards traced. And so ended, with the death and dis- 
appearance off the stage of our venal little Provenjal, the 
first act of my adventures. 

In the mean time, I did not forget, as may be supposed, 
my splendid post-boy; but, when I parted with him at 
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Basingstoke, paid hioiy with other attentions, the compli- 
ment of a letter to my mother, by whom, as I was to learn 
from her by-and-by, he was received at Loiscoort with the 
offer of a handsome position, which he accepted, and after- 
wards became her attached servant on the estate. 
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CHAPTER II. 

In London I pnt np at the Golden Gross, as contiguoos to 
Whitehall, and for some days lay quiet there, neither seeking 
nor desiring the distractions of a swarming town, while I 
awaited, in a state of mental and bodily stagnation, the 
first of Lady Lo'is's advices. Her expected letter came at 
last, yet not until the fifth day after my arrival, which caused 
me not a little dull wonder, and the superscription, when I 
read it, as much vague disquiet. For, indeed, I think, I 
had not fully realized this my full conmiittal to the im- 
postor's part, until I saw myself thus officially confirmed, 
as it were, in the title. 

My mother — writing from Loiscourt, which she and 
Allan had reached, she told me, not many hours after my 
leaving it— excused herself for her delay on the score of 
some urgent private business, which ^e did not par- 
ticularize, but which, I understood, had unexpectedly 
arisen to tax her resources of management to the utmost. 
Let it suffice me to know, she said, that the difficulty, such 
as it was, had been surmounted never to recur, and that 
from this time our undivided minds could meet over the 
great issue we were both pledged to bring about. She then 
proceeded to instruct me in the details of my conduct. 

A new expedition, I learned, under the command of Sir 
Arthur Wellesley, the strong man of Yimiero, was to sail 
shortly for Lisbon. This expedition I was to join, a 
commission having been first procured for me through the 
agency of a certain Mr. Sullivan, who was in the way to 
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advance my interests in the very face of priority, and of 
that continental training which might otherwise have 
opposed a barrier to my preferment. However, desperate 
diseases needing desperate remedies, I was not to be too 
particular as to ways or instmments, but rather to accept 
with urbanity, and without nice inquiry, these offers of 
services which would be made to me in person by the 
gentleman himself on such and such an afternoon. Beyond 
this it was not advisable at present to relate ; nor need I 
coDoem myself at all in the matter, until Mr. Sullivan 
should see and inform me as to my next step. And, in the 
meanwhile, I was to understand that she, my dear mother, 
held herself pledged to her every engagement made to me, 
unless, and until such time as heaven should take the issue 
of such out of her hands. 

That last was the veritable woman's postscript, the 
" thunder in the index " which, though far and low, yet, 
in some way, I knew not how, troubled me ; for, enigmatic 
as it read, I could not mistake its allusion. I should have 
been troubled further with that other implication of my 
commitment to new underhand courses, had not a dreary 
sense of fatality made me present cynic and misanthrope. 
And, indeed, it was as well, perhaps, for the cause that this 
mechanic mood of mine saved my self-respect from a 
question which certain scandalous rumours, even then in the 
air, might otherwise have put to it : the question, in short, 
of the possibility of my keeping it while profiting by a traiRc 
which a few short weeks were to see exposed in all its infamy. 
For, to speak outright and have done with the matter, 
this same Mr. Sullivan, to whom I was referred for stepping- 
stone to a desirable position, was none other than he who 
acted broker, in the sale of commissions and other *' gifts," 
to a certain notorious lady not unknown at the Horse- 
Guards, nor, later, to a discreditable page of our national 
history. 

Now I guessed, it is true, nothing of this at the time ; 
yet will I not hold myself entirely blameless, inasmuch as 
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to shut one's ears at bidding is not to justify to one's self the 
consequences of deafness. But deafness and blindness at 
least I will plead, and, for the rest will doggedly maintain 
my particle criminis justified in her expedient, in urgency 
and that means to an end which was to vindicate all. And, 
as for necessity, why it is the last thing your bom con- 
spirator dreams of pleading in extenuation of crooked 
courses, it being rather a principle with such that the short 
cut, the obvious way, is the way that runs over the hidden 
mine. 

However that may be, whether the occasion really 
called for a Mr. Sullivan, or any other species of procurator, 
I do not know ; but I set myseU to await with an indifferent 
mind the call of which I had been advised. 

The gentleman was shown in, punctual to his appoint- 
ment. He had a humour of familiarity about him which I 
found disagreeable. He was large and over-dressed, with 
nose and eyes small, and his jaws mufSed in great whiskers ; 
and he thrust his hands into his hind pockets, bringing 
them round upon his straddled legs. 

"Arrah, Sir Allan," says he, "you're the fine figure 
for a knight-errant. Gome now I " 

" 0, to be sure I " I answered cool enough. " A knight- 
errant, am I ? " 

'* Hwhat else, then ? " said the broker. He swished a 
hand out of his coat-tail and waved it in the air. 

" To dthraw sword for the House of Briganzy I " cries 
he. '^ To be inspired by the misfortunes of that noble race 
to forego hear-rth and home and the advantages of a proud 
title? I envy you your romance, sir: I admire your 
enthusiasm, sir : I congratulate you and meself on the 
amiable fortune that has put ut in me power to assist ye. 
Go on, sir I Serve Joey Maria just har-rf as well as ye 
serve yourself in applying to me, sir, and the throne of his 
fathers will not long go lacking an absentee." 

He strode a step forward, and seized one of my hands 
in his joyous fists. I was playing the part, as I understood 
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by his words, of youthful paladin to the royal fortunes of 
Portugal, whose contemptible regent had long ago, on the 
first note of danger, sneaked away to his Brazilian asylum. 
Here, it appeared, was the pretext, the blind to the discreet 
truth. Well, all I felt was a little ironic impatience to be 
allowed to resume my proper self some day — a little ironic 
despair of my ever mastering the elaborate methods of 
conspiracy. My mission was not an English or a French, 
but a Portuguese one, it seemed. Let it rest so. Pass, Sir 
Allan Lois, and alFs well I 

The broker pressed my hand. 

"Faith," says he, "'tis not for the likes of you to 
throuble to go the long and the chape way round for an 
ipaulet. Purchase is the wur-rd for the gintleman of spirit 
and position.'' 

"Now, Mr. Sullivan," said I, "to come to business, 
you've certain advices for me, as I understand; and, 
beyond those, is it something in your pocket ? " 

He fell back and winked, regarding me with affected 
admiration. 

"Hark to uml" says he; then added low, "Hwist, 
now I I'm to bid ye come and recave it from her o¥m little 
white hand." 

I suppose I looked my astonishment. 

"Ah, well," said he, hiding, I could have thought, a 
certain discomfiture. " She just insists on seeing for herself 
Briganzy's hero ; and, after all, 'tis nothing right that a lady 
should bestow her gage by proxy, is ut now ? " 

He did not know the truth; that was certain; and, 
indeed, I could not conceive this vulgar dme damnie as in 
my mother's confidence. But his words puzzled me none 
the less. 

«AIady?"saidL "Whatlady?" 

" HwuU ye just come and see ? " answered he. 

I went out with him, and he called a coach, and we were 
driven to a house in a street off Russell Square. Entering 
here, he conducted me to an upper room, close, and drowsy 



she tiinu'd l:inL:ui<lly, with a coinpused smile to 
litilc rcirnliir white h'eth. 

"Hullo, Jimmy!'' says she. '' And who's tl 
youug gentleman we bring along with us ? " 

" 'Tis Don Quixote himself, Mrs. FitzNancy," 
broker ; " come in person to recave his commission 
from the very hands of his Dalcinea.'' 

The lady sat up, showing a little thrill of inte] 

*' Fie, fie I " she said, coquetting behind her fs 
protest his impetuosity has brought him to ti 
address." 

She dived, with a little laugh ; then came up t 
face full of a mock sobriety. 

" So you're that rare creature, sir,** she said ; '' 
old romance in this prosaic world. Do you go to * 
the oppressed. Sir Allan ? Ah, me ! there are 
for your chivalry nearer home, if only you*d th 
see 'em." 

She leaned towards me, with lui alluring grinuM 

**That I could be your Dulcinea, indeet 
sighed. 

I stepped back involuntarily. 

" Madam I " I mumbled. " I only had your i 
the first time this moment." 
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" Take it," said she ; and looking into my eyes, let her 
own affect a yearning sadness. 

'* Yon have a mother/' she said. *' Ah, if I, too, had a 
mother, so fond, and — and so extravagantly generons " — her 
lips twitched — "I shonld not be — selling commissions to 
unimpressionable young Josephs ! Will you give me a kiss 
for it, Joseph ? *' 

A loud knock sounded on the instant at the street door 
below. The hussy ran to the window, and came back 
twittering. 

" Oh, la, Jimmy I " she said," if it isn't George P.*s equerry, 
the creature MacMahon 1 Be off with the two of you 1 " 
She turned to me. " There ! " she said. ** I wanted to see 
you ; and I vow I've seen more than enough. Bun away 
to the nursery now." 

She pushed us out, and, hot with shame, I followed the 
broker down the stairs. On the way we encountered, 
coming up, a little breathless pock-marked man in a blue 
uid buff unif oruL This was no other, I believe, than the 
r^ent's chief monkey, the redoubtable colonel and syco- 
phant who made such a good thing out of running errands, 
and who was at present trotting intermediary between a 
certain royal commander and a rebellious fair, the measure 
of whose good behaviour was to r^ulate the question of an 
alimony, so to speak. He looked at us, at me especially, 
without expreasion, as we went by, and even treated us to a 
little deprecating bow ; but my one anxiety was to get away, 
and I hurried into the street unacknowledging. Once out- 
side, I turned to my companion. 

" Now, sir," I said, " I have my commission, for which 
the full price, I presume, has been paid ; and my next step, 
I am instructed, is to be learned from you." 

" Certainly," said Mr. Sullivan, drily ; " and there, sir, 
wi* me full convanience, my share of the business ends. 
Tour next step. Sir AUan Lois, is to the Horse Oar-rds, to 
wait upon MiAJy-Oineral Prince, who, I am privily in- 
formed, has engaged himself to accommodate matthers for 
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the binifib of your mother's son. So here I bid yon good 
day, sir — and may yonr manners mind with yonr promo- 
tion 1 *' he ended, shonting ont in sndden malignancy, and 
tamed sharp and left me. 

I stood for a moment grinding my teeth, then went aboat 
also, and on my way. I was angry and hnrt in my self- 
esteem, for I conld not donbt that I was being nsed here 
other than as my honesty deserved, though I was still 
ignorant, and for the present to remain so, of the worst. 
Still, I would not indulge a thought disloyal to my mother, 
who I could not believe had designed or foreseen this insult, 
which, indeed, was as much to her as to me. 

Now in no drawing-back mood, but fiercely resolved to 
swallow the dregs of this draught without delay, I made 
straight for my appointed destination. My heart seemed to 
shrink with very meanness under the commission in my 
pocket, as I turned through the gates, and encountered a 
vision of steel-clad giants, lofty, imperturbable, helmet- 
crowned, after the Roman fashion, with crested manes like 
blood stallions*. Qmte humbly, of one of these Hectors I 
made my inquiry, and was by him condescendingly directed 
to the parade-ground at the back, where, he acquainted me, 
I should find the officer I sought. I went, with all the 
stolidity I could command, and emerged into a wide open 
space, where some troops were mustered, some standing to 
their arms, some marching and forming in detached com- 
panies. To one side, conspicuous in scarlet and buckskin, 
a little group of general officers was assembled ; and to this, 
on the information of a sergeant whom I captured, I sent 
my message, which was immediately responded to by one of 
the body. 

Somehow, even before I could distinguish its features, 
the approach of this figure foretold comfort to my sore heart. 
I saw before me, as it advanced, the ideal of military strength 
and refinement It was that of a man of fifty, graceful and 
exquisitely proportioned ; and the face, when I could observe 
it, was of a very gentle nobility — as happy a contrast as 
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could be to those others I had just left. General Prince 
came up to me, with a glad manner of welcome, and a smile 
in quiet but keen eyes which seemed to kindle and illuminate 
a certain pathos of melancholy which was habitual to them. 
Here, for the first time, I felt, with an emotion of grati- 
tude, was I overtaking the real poetry of my adventure. 

'' Sir Allan Lois ? " said he, in a low but distinct voice. 
" I have been led to expect you, sir ; doubtless you know by 
whom. Tour mother and I are old friends — old dear 
friends. Sir Allan." 

He looked earnestly into my eyes, pressing my hand the 
while ; and I — I could only hang my head before him, 
ashamed, as I had never yet been, of my part 

He thought me shy, gauche probably, and set himself 
very kindly to relieve my embarrassment, asking many ques- 
tions about Lady Lois and about our life abroad, which I 
answered stumblingly. Then, all in a moment, the winning 
sincerity of the man captured me, and I thought how I, 
too, was honest at soul; and I put up my head and 
responded frankly as I was addressed. 

** You are — ^you are helping me in this for Lady— for my 
mother's sake, sir ? '* I said* 

He smiled, with a litUe air of sadness, I thought, then 
glanced about him. 

^ Observe," he replied ; '* we stand here apart, with 
nothing but the sparrows to tell tales. So I answer * Tea ' 
to your question. She reposes a great confidence in me — 
a great trust — and I accept it, with that single proviso which 
she, above all, would appreciate. Ton have heard of another 
soldier, one who served his Lucasta with a higher thing than 
love ? All but my honour. Sir Allan, is at the command of 
Lucasta^s son. Am I explicit enough? Do you under- 
stand?" 

^ Only that you help me out of love for my mother," 
I blurted forth again, in amazement. 

** Well," he said, quite quietly, ^ at least, if you will, I 
will renew here my eighteen-year-old offer to be a second 






Twas due to you, uudor the circum 

%■' ' 

auswercM.! very sweetly ; " and brothers in : 
speak of that other lost relatiouship between : 
brothers in sympathy." 

He pat a hand on one of mine, looking wit 
compassion into my face. 

^' So that is the case, is it ? '' says he. '* 
yonng to have this donble weight of destiny 8( 
shonMers.'* 

"Well, sir," said I, trying to smile, "1 
snifice in default of a Lucasta." 

And here, so far had he captivated my 
such a villain did I hold myself to be in ac 
sympathy under the falsest of pretenses, I was 
impulse to confess to him the sham I was, but 
a moment that it was my mother*s secret, and 
not yet revealed to me the extent of his 
with her. 

" We come to that," he said, grave and rati 
the instant. " It governs the whole question 
in this business you are launched upon. I can 
too soon the nature of that share, nor its limitati 
that same question of honour^my honour as 
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information. My nndertaking, a purely friendly one, is to 
convey yon to a certain individnal in Lisbon, in order that 
I may certify to that individual of yonr identity. I am 
asked, for precaution's sake and your own advantage, to 
withhold from you, until arrived, the name of this person ; 
and I shall do so, without inquiring into the reason. Now, 
as to this commission " 

He paused, seeing me bring it from my pocket ; and 
taking it from me, examined it shortly, and handed it back. 

" Very well," says he ; " your mother considered this 
necessary, and the thing is bought, and I accept the 
responsibility." 

I interrupted him, questioning if, by his tone, the 
necessity was as plain to him. He considered frowningly 
a moment or two. 

**The operations of this campaign may serve your 
scheme, certainly," said he. " An English commission may 
be useful for a pass to the districts yon seek, provided it be 
left a pretty open one. Well, I will take upon myself that 
it shall be." 

I thanked him, and again asked if, granting the com- 
mission was essential, the method of its purchase recom- 
mended itself to him. I thought I might inquire so far 
without abusing a confidence. 

He laughed over the story of my interview. 

" Indeed, I won't go so far," said he. " And I confess 
I recogniae in the business of its procurement the methods 
of the dearest of conspirators." 

I was greatly relieved to hear him take it so lightly, and 
told him so. 

** Why not ? " he said. " A woman only loves intrigue 
in proportion as she must pay for it. Should she find the 
door to a situation open, she will turn away disgusted, and 
break in by a window." 

**Well, general," I said, laughing, *'I put myself in 
your hands." 

He nodded. 
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*' I nominate yon, for the present, my aide-de-camp,** 
said he, ''on the understanding that there is to be no 
suspicion of coUnsion between ns. Once across the water, 
we will readjust matters according to circumstances.'* 

I was full of gratitude to him, which he deprecated with 
much sweetness and grace, putting aside my thanks to 
question me upon the manner of my military training in 
Berlin, and upon many other personal matters, to answer 
which filled me with a sorrowful bitterness against the fate 
that was imposing upon me the necessity of misleading so 
honourable a soul. Finally, all details arranged, I parted, 
with a heartful expression of devotion, from this kind and 
noble gentleman. 
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CHAPTER III. 

The King's 109th, of Prince's division, to which I was to be 
nominally gazetted, being advertised to sail in the early 
weeks of March, I had but a limited time in which to make 
my preparations. During the days which remained to me I 
was in regular communication with my mother, who, strong 
sapient confessor, commiserated, admonished, or advised me 
in all my difficulties, and to the last was my inspiring 
counsellor. I had told her, of course, of the attack on 
the chaise, and had thrilled a little to her congratulations 
on my conduct. But, at the same time, she warned me 
that here had been but the occasion to flesh my maiden 
sword, and that henceforth my enemy, once baffled, would 
be twice determined. She did not for a moment question 
who that enemy was, though, for all her wit, his motives 
remained dark to her. She had heard, indeed, through her 
agents, of his having left the Hague coincidently with our 
departure therefrom, and the information pieced with my 
suspicions about the boat in the estuary. She wasted no 
vain apostrophes on the situation aboard the Yankee vessel, 
but accepted it, true conspirator as she was, as a point to 
her adversary, the fruit of which he had failed, nevertheless, 
to reap. But he would try again ; of that there was no 
doubt. 

So she wrote, and so advised me to a sleepless watch- 
fulness and circumspection, the only policy possible in view 
of the secrecy which was essential to the success of my 
mission. 
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In the mean time, however, noUung occurred in London 
to disturb me further ; and finally, all arrangements com- 
pleted, I had the honour of posting with my general down 
to Southampton, whence the transport William Pitt was 
to convey us to the Tagus. 

My mother, notwithstanding our contiguity, was decided 
— no doubt from reasons of delicacy in encountering again 
a gentleman, of whose ancient devotion to her she was 
taking so great a present advantage — not to seek a last 
farewell with me, and, in consequence, I must bid my adieu 
to England lacking that parting consolation. But, at the 
very end, she had written to me, appointing our dear home 
the goal to the fateful enterprise I was committed to ; and 
so upon this, or upon its chimneys and weathercocks which 
alone showed above the trees, I must be content to look, 
as we dropped down the estuary, for sole God-speeding and 
beckonings to safe return. 

General Prince came up to me, as I stood in a somewhat 
tragic preoccupation, and startled me from mjrself . 

" Look your fill, my boy," says he ; " and let me stand 
beside you." 

I turned to him with rather moist eyes. 

** You can feel with me, general ? But of course you 
can." 

He did not answer for a minute or two, then spoke 
quietly, as if in a half-dreamy retrospection. 

** It was in *93, when I was two years (pledged to glory 
for my only mistress. Perhaps I thought if I won my 
spm-s— bah I 'twas all folly and presumption I I sailed for 
Toulon with O'Hara, the fine gentleman and commander. 
We went past here, and I stood as we stand now ; and — 
and the trees were thinner then, Lois, and I could see a 
woman's figure in the park, and, beyond, the beautiful 
house. The house I I tell you 'twere all the same to 
me if it had been a cottage. 'And a very noble senti- 
ment,' says yon ; * and cheap, too, considering it's at my 
expense I 
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He ended with a comical laugh. 

"And were you one of the heroes of Toulon, sir?" 
I said, kindling out of awkwardness. 

" Heroes I " he answered. " We made that poor lad 
they murdered in the temple the pretext for a little fun. 
Wdl, well, I am not in your confidence, you must remember. 
Bat battle is a sport like any other, and as a bloody sport 
we follow it, at the best to win favour in some woman's 
eyes, to gain a hand and home by making a thousand others 
desolate.'' 

He paused, breathing a little quickly, then laughed 
again, slightly shrugging his shoulders. 

" A strange sentiment from a soldier, you'll think," said 
he. ^* But, then, you were not at Toulon ; give thanks 
to God for it. Tou have never seen hell matching itself 
against the elements, and roaring mastery over feeble water. 
You have never seen both sea and sky rushing to flood oat 
man's hot devilry between them, and taking fire themselves 
and feeding the madness they came to quench. I tell you, 
sir, all through the lightning was running overhead ; I tell 
you there were thirteen ships at once in the roads thundering 
flame to their peaks ; that whole human bodies, the debris of 
exploded powder-vessels, came rocketing and glowing and 
screeching, to be extinguished in the waves ; and that there, 
in the midst of all, was that town of blessed houses — ^houses 
with girls and children in 'em, sir — melting piecemeal before 
one's eyes like lead in a brazier. Oh, to be sure, glory is 
a fine stimulant, and so is brandy ; but for heroism, give 
me the man who risks his own life to save others, not to 
take 'em." 

He tamed sharply away, strode a few paces, and returned 
to me. The moment had been enough to recover him. 
The smile was restored, if a little painfully, to his face. 

" Grown me for a Mrs. Badcliffe 1 " he cried. " Ton 
see where my true laurels should have been won ; and, after 
all, I dare say I could make out as good a case for the other 
tide of war." 
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He stood a minate or two, humming thonghtfolly to 
lumselfy then turned qnicklj upon mc. 

" I forgot to tell you," he said. " I heard from Lady 
Lois just before we sailed. She's afraid, upon my word, 
I think, that I shall miss your prettiest points, so she 
catalogues 'em for me, on the pretence that I may want 
proof of the identity of her nominee. The mother, after all, 
triumphs over the conspirator. I wish George Prince had 
such a eulogist. And so you come of age this year, and are 
to be back, s^il plait a Dieu^ in time for the occasion ? I 
could have thought, I declare, that you had overshot it 
already in pure absence of mind. But appearances — none 
knows better than a soldier — are not to be presumed on." 

He was summoned away on the word, and he left me 
with a hot face and a constricted heart. Did he guess any- 
thing ? It was impossible that he should. Yet none the 
less did I foresee how, with every wish to reciprocate his 
generous confidence, my position must more and more 
impose upon me the necessity of a chilling reserve. 

In the mean time, however, my difficulties were to find 
their present respite in a dreadfully unromantic fashion. 
The William Pitt was a leaky old tub, and as crowded as the 
ark, if not in a like proportion of other beasts to human. 
But we carried a variety of the former, nevertheless— cattle, 
sheep, goats, fowls, geese, ducks, swine, and everything in the 
way of a domestic pet, from a kitten to a tortoise. We were 
five sail in all, with the frigates Blaze and DidbU h Quaire 
for convoy, and, going down Southampton Water, we kept 
our order imposingly, every red-jacket on the teeming decks 
thrilling proudly to the occasion. But with our doubling 
of the Needles, the whole glamour, individual and collective, 
went, literally, by the board ; for a joyous sou'-wester came 
romping upon us, and within an hour, I believe, had laid 
every landlubber low. The chaos of embarkation, partly 
resolved, was renewed with emphasis, and anarchy heaved 
prostrate. 

I don't know when I came to. It may have been after 
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many or few days ; bnt no doubt a former experience helped 
my seaworthiness, and a sadden tnm to calmer weather 
confirmed it. In any case, I sat up one evening restored, 
and to a most outrageous appetite. I had need of one, 
to swallow the surprise which was awaiting me. 

The officers' mess was already forward when I joined it. 
The swinging lights, smoky as they were, struck dazzlingly 
into my eyes, and for a moment I stood .blinking, unable to 
distinguidi the company. Then, with a sudden shock, I 
fell rigid. 

I heard the general's voice hailing me. *' Lois I 
Gentlemen, I introduce to you Sir Allan Lois, of my 
personnel ! Sit down, man, and make up for lost time." 

I did not move ; I could not. 

*' Sir Allan, eh ? " exclaimed a husky nasal voice ; and 
a gentleman, dressed in a grey and green uniform, rose from 
his seat, and, coming towards me, took my unresisting hand. 

"WliatI You are acquainted?" cried the general. 
" So much the better." 

" So much the better," repeated the Chevalier de Vaux. 
" Mon Dim ! We are very old friends. Sir Allan " — he 
said it with emphasis — **I congratulate myself over this 
happy and most unexpected meeting." 

My wits had come back to me^the keener, perhaps, for 
my physical emptiness. I recognized immediately how this 
man held me for the moment in his power, and desperation 
gave me coolness. 

" M. de Vaux I " I said. " I had no idea you were on 
board. It is long since we met. We shall have much to 
discuss by-and-by." 

He took the hint, and, after a formal courtesy or two, 
returned to his seat, while I dropped into an empty one 
near me. The conversation gathered new head from its 
temporary balking. These officers of the 109th were a jolly 
crew, and fun and the bottle circulated merrily. But 
amongst them all was none like the chevalier to keep the 
table in a twitter of good-homour. 
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I asked one of my neighbours, nnder cover of the 
clatter, what was the official statns of this friend of mine. 

" 0, lord, don't you know ? " answered little ensign 
Spindle. " He's legitimist attache to onr forces ; appointed 
by him — what's-his-name, the chap at Holyrood." 

"D'Artois?" said I. "Not the Oomte de Lille, 
then ? " 

" 0, deuce take it 1 " says Spindle. " They all sound 
the same to me. He's at Holyrood, that's all I know. 
Hark to the fool ! Can't abide apples because they remind 
him of his lost innocence, haw, haw I " and the little man 
went off into a roar. 

I escaped as soon as I could, on the score of a tottering 
convalescence, leaving the riot fast and voluble. No one 
seemed to notice my withdrawal. I went up on deck, and 
rose, gasping, as if from the roar of waters linto a vast and 
starlit peace. Only the watch was here, a few ghostly 
figures, melancholy and far apart. There was a great bulge 
of canvas aloft, in the thick of which the wind thundered 
softly. I went forward into the bows and sat down, feeling 
giddy .and a little light-headed, upon the bolted stump of 
the bowsprit. The clean night air soon restored me to 
some capacity for collected thought. He was still on my 
track, then ; was shadowing me sure and relentless during 
all the time I had fancied myself overlooked by him. What 
did it mean ? Was his appointment a blind to this his real 
mission, or this mission incidental only to his appointment ? 
Then whom, in God's name, did he serve, to be so intent 
on pursuing, and presumably balking my designs ? Had 
he been all through a creature of the Comte d'Artois, seek- 
ing to clear for his master the way to a blood-stained 
throne? That would explain much; but I could not 
believe it. Weak and reprehensible as had been in many 
ways this prince's conduct, I was convinoed he lacked the 
resolution, was guiltless of the devilish nerve for such a 
part. 

For a moment I resolved upon tiie blessed thought of 
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confiding all to my general, of shifting npon his shoolders 
the responsibility of considering the bona fides of his gnest 
the attache ^resolved npon only to dismiss it. M. de Yanx^s 
nomination was, of course, officially in order, and, for the 
rest, I was pledged against any hint of coUnsion between 
my commander and me. No, I must evolye my own tactics, 
win my own spurs. At least I was favoured in the frank 
openness of the present move. 

So concluding, I could not, nevertheless, help easing out 
a little soft groan. 

** Ah ! '^ said a voice at my side. *' Your head does not 
forget to remember itself just yet, eh ? " 

I scarcely started. He was standing there serene as the 
night, drawing placid whiffs from a long pipe he held in his 
hand, his gaunt face, pale in the starlight, a very figure- 
head of humour. 

'* M. de Yaux,^' I said, rising composedly to my feet, 
'^ my head is in a pretty level condition, thaiiJ^ you. Shall 
we talk?" 

He turned upon me imperturbably. 

^' Just as you like. This uniform — it is more becoming 
than the Elector's, nW cepas ? So you are really, at last, 
a soldier of King George, my friend — ^you who once con- 
fided in me that you trained, in private intention, for no 
service but your own ? " 

'^ I never said it ! " I exclaimed unguardedly. 

" Not ? " he drawled, with his eyebrows up. " Then it 
must have been your alter ego^ the dear Bobin, who, now I 
come to think of it, had certainly the ambitions of a soldier 
of fortune." 

" Scarcely, I think," said I, coolly, " if you include in 
them the worst sort of hypocrisy." 

'* Ah ! " he said. ** He is not a hypocrite, then ? He 
has convinced you since those days when you appeared to 
detest him so heartily ? " 

" And when you, sir " — I took him up, with an ironic 
bow — '* with no excuse for your conduct but his innocence 
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and your need) wonld have made him your catspaw in the 
vilest deed that ever blackened history/' 

He cocked his head, conning me amusedly ; then, blowing 
out a spit of smoke, tapped my chest once with the stem of 
his long pipe. 

** Mr, Robin Lou,'' he said quietly. 

"0," I cried, but repressing my voice, "you don't 
overwhelm me ! I saw at once you knew who I was ; and I 
said what I said with an eye to conditions. 'Tis tit for tat, 
M. de Yaux—exposure against exposure. That is my 
answer I " 

He gave a light sigh and laugh. 

" This is the usual paradox," said he. " 'Tis always the 
wrong one of the two that has the grievance in this comical 
world. What is yours, now, against me, old fellow ? " 

I don't know what decided me, during these tense 
moments, to candour. There are some natures which seem 
to woo us to it through their own frank lack of the quality* 

" First," said I, speaking very low, " that you wrought 
to make me an unconscious instrument in the murder of the 
Gomte de Provence by means of a flask of poisoned syrup of 
mint." 

" One," said the chevalier, ticking it off with his pipe 
on his left hand. "I will interpolate, provisionally, that 
I bought the mint, which you undertook — voluntarily, if I 
remember— to deliver, of a restaurateur^ one Coutelas, who, 
for all we know, may have been a Napoleonist agent. Well, 
it was poisoned, you say. On what grounds ? " 

" It was broken in my pocket, and a drunken beast of a 
cat, belonging to this very man, licked some of it up and 
died in convulsions." 

" Two," counted the chevalier. " This spirituous essence, 
it is well known, is so antipathetic to beasts that, though 
one might find here and there amongst them an appetite 
sufficiently depraved to absorb it, the consequences would 
be certainly fatal. To proceed, then, monsieur ? " 

I murmured, quite astounded by his readiness — 
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'^Monsiear himself failed to keep his engagement to 
return." 

'* Not at all," he answered. *^ The business was delicate, 
as you know. I was a little behind time, that is all. Judge 
of my astonishment, upon arriving, to find his Majesty 
withdrawn — to a safer asylum, it would appear, than madam 
could offer him — while madam herself had fled with her 
family from the neighbourhood. Against whom, I say, 
were appearances ? Against the faithful commissary, who 
arrived to render, and who eventually did render, an account 
of his stewardship to his master, or against the beautiful 
intrigante^ who, for some reason best known to herself, was 
persistent to the last in denying his title to her sovereign ? " 

What could I reply ? I believed in my heart that he 
lied, yet 

'* We fled on compulsion, monsieur," I muttered despe- 
rately, " as you very well know. And — and I think I shall 
be wise to leave the word with you." 

" No ; but," he said, smiling, ''did 11 " 

" Did you what ? " 

" Bender that account ? " 

" I don't know." 

" Did I repair straightway to Warsaw ? " 

" I don't know." 

" Oh, fie, fie I '' he cried good-humouredly. " To damn 
on such evidence I Think ! Put it to yourself if, having 
set en train a diabolical plot, and secured myself by an 
alihi^ I should be likely, believing the deed to have been 
consummated during my absence, to return unnecessarily, 
to involve myself in the consequences ? Is it reasonable ? 
Is it reasonable to suppose that, with even this black sus- 
picion resting on me, I should to-day be representing the 
family whose destruction you would accuse me of com- 
passing ? " 

" No," I said, "it is not reasonable." 

He laughed out loud. 

" To saddle me with such a blundering crime I — me^ the 
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tenderest of creatures, who would not injure a human being, 
much less a goose ! Besides, if nothing else deterred, I am 
too shy to commit murder." 

I broke out laughing in my turn. God knows I couldn^t 
help it. 

'^ Ton shy I " I cried, a helpless despair of mockery in 
my voice. 

" Harkee I " he answered, " I will whisper you a secret. 
My one desire, upon first going into company, is always to 
avoid notice." 

He drew himself up. 

" Not that," he said, with a twinkling seriousness, '' I'm 
not liable to develop a sense of grievance, if my desire is too 
literally respected." 

He chuckled, drawing at his pipe again. 

'* And so for number three charge ? " said he. 

I shook my head. I had plenty more to say, and to the 
point — of a masque, of an attack upon a traveller, of a 
wretched brother persuaded into treachery — ^but I knew it 
would be useless. 

« What I Nothing else ? " said he. 

" Only this," I answered. " Ton may expose me, if you 
like ; but you will gain nothing by it" 

** Why," he said, " I think I faiow that as well as you." 

He laughed again, putting his arm through mine. 

"You dear old fellow," he said. "Will you believe 
that, for me, you may call yourself just whatever you 
please.? Allan or Sobin — the moral is the same. More ; in 
return for your reserve, I will heap coals of candour on 
your head. I am here to run you to earth. Is not that 
charming artlessness ? Now let us be friends." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

This man, debonair, joyous, and, I know, wicked, must 
interpret bimself to my readers. For my own part, through 
my ntmost misgiving and distrust of him, he charmed me ; 
I can say no more. He had snch a relish of life on its 
humorous side ; he had such a confidence of the license per- 
mitted him by destiny, that I verily believe his most seem- 
ing studied policies were often really as extempore as his 
wit. In this very instance I think his ingenuousness was 
unpremeditated. It showed none the less ominous for that. 
By an affectation of bonhomie to win me off my guard — 
that may have been the scheme which seized upon him in a 
moment. It may have been ; I do not know. With cer- 
tain temperaments, to seek to bewilder by inconsequence is 
often a policy in itself. 

He was materialist to the marrow, yet, strange anomaly, 
one of the most superstitious of creatures. He carried a 
parte^bonheur for luck, and on shore, as he told me, would 
raise his hat to every magpie he saw, even to those nailed 
dead to bam-doors. Throughout the voyage he made no 
attempt, so far as I could judge, upon my confidence, but 
appeued to take a droll relish in imposing his own upon me. 
He would often invite me of an evening to come and share 
a bottle of Madeira with him in his cabin, and on these 
occasions would seem to delight in reviewing, without a 
shadow of mauvaise hontey his own queer past for my delec- 
tation. Here is the story of it, or of such of it as he choose 
to reveal to me, gathered from many such confidences, but 
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lacking, alas I the inefiFable drawl which made hamoor of its 
most tragic passages ; lacking also the mm^m'Schiej the 
bottle and the dish of nuts, and the picture of the narrator 
sipping and cracking and chewing with nonchalant gusto 
through all his spasmodic utterances. 

** My mother was housekeeper to a miser. . . • He was 
English, and she had been French maid to his wife until 
the poor lady^s death. . . . My mother gained my father's 
esteem by teaching him how to make an excellent soup of 
snails. She could skm a flint with the best, and their 
humours agreed very well. . . . They were both of a 
religious turn of mind, and, to save tallow, would sit up 
in the dark together, praying for the enlightenment of a 
prodigal and immoral age. . . . That was how I came to 
be born. Presently my father died, without leaving a will, 
because my mother disliked notaries ; and so, in great 
indignation, she carried me back to Prance — to Paris. We 
were abominably poor. Mamma often tried to lose me in 
the streets; but I would not be lost. We were a very 
united family. . . . By-and-by I became a bookseller's 
assistant on the Quay de TEcole. I read omnivorously, 
and acquired a deal of knowledge. This caught the atten- 
tion of a customer, the Abb6 de Beauffremont. ... Ah 
yes I you have heard of him, perhaps. ... He was a very 
utilitarian priest. Hi8»love embraced everybody, men and 
women . . . yes, women, perhaps, the most. He took a 
fancy to me, and made me his clerk — ^his Mercury. That 
was my first real promotion in life. I plumed myself a 
good bit on it, and became a little of a Macaroni — a terrible 
lady-killer. Sometimes I was allowed to step into mon- 
seigneur's old shoes; but once, unfortunately, I appro- 
priated a new pair, and it led to my dismissal. ... I was 
then in love with Mademoiselle Ang61e Eclair, and the fall 
in my fortunes made me desperate. We used to walk 
together in the Champs Elys^es. Once I had carved a 
picture of Ang^le's heart on a young tree-trunk there, and 
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set my name in the midst. When I told her of my dis- 
grace she wept, and swore eternal fealty to me. ... I 
went home to my mother, who comforted me with a sapper 
of a decomposed herring hnmoronsly preserved in vinegar. 
On the following day came a note from Ang^le, informing 
me that, on reconsideration, she had attached herself to 
Franz Stoffel the sansage-maker. Picture it — ^this ethereal 
wisp of a creature, this pearl of girls, casting herself before 
swine ! Not till later did I know the reason. For the 
moment I knew nothing but that the world had ended for 
me. ... I found a way round, however. I even forgot 
about the heart on the tree ; until once, years afterwards, 
being in the neighbourhood I remembered, and went to 
look for it. . . . The bark had closed over in a roll like 
a sausage, nearly hiding it. The loud laughter of a picnic 
party hard by attracted my attention. She was there, the 
centre of a joyous company. She was grown stout and 
prosperous. With a smile of infinite tenderness she held 
out to her husband on the point of a knife a sausage. . . • 
I understood the writing on the tree then. Her look, her 
action, were meant to symbolize the offering of her heart 
to him. She had put it at the first into his business, and 
here was the result, machine-made. . . . Have you ever 
known such a thing — ^an angel with a sausage for a heart ? 
Believe me, my amiable friend, it is not quite so uncommon 
as perhaps you may suppose. ; . . By-and-by came the 
Revolution. Moralists pronounced it abnormal and out of 
order. What an absurdity ! As if there were any regula- 
tion position for us ridiculous little human tumblers ! On 
this side of the world, it is true, we know our kings a 
particular way up. In the antipodes, I suppose, they crown 
'em at the wrong end. • . . I lost my poor mother very 
early in the business. She was guillotined for refusing a 
candle-end to a poissonnik-e during the killings at the 
Abbaye. ... As for me, in order to cultivate the faculty 
of adaptability, I became an actor, and played many parts. 
At one time I was ' William of Prussia ' in Les Fotenfafs 
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bracket, the arm of a disused derrick, protruded. A ruffian, 
ready with his cord, slung the bight of it over, made a 
running noose in its end, pulled it taut, and, mounting to 
a comrade*s shoulder, prepared a second loop for my neck. 
* AfprStez vos armes ! * howled another. * Quick, or we 
shall be embarrassed by these beasts of spectators ! ' . . . 
The beasts were, in effect, a great herd of cattle, which, 
being driven through the byway of the sewer to the public 
abattoirs beyond, had come, scarce noticed, upon the scene. 
As the soft plash of their feet and pressure of their huge 
bodies gathered volume, I sprang to life from numbness, 
raving and resisting. It was all of no avaU. Cursing and 
laughing, and swaying hither and thither, as the throng 
of bullocks multiplied compact, hemming them in, my 
executioners lifted me shoulder-high, holding my arms 
down, and thrust my head into the noose. Then, leaving 
me swinging, they fell back, with a design to pull upon my 
legs for the cream of the sport, but were driven each to 
look after his own ribs in the mSUe. . . . Instantly, by a 
mere instinct of self-preservation, I flung my hands to the 
cord above my head, and hauled myself a foot or two up. 
Blackening the bursting grip on my neck. Jacques Bon- 
honmie saw and hooted, but was too much engaged in his 
own business to interfere. ... I went up hand over hand 
until I reached the bracket, over which I at last managed to 
hitch a leg, and so to scramble into temporary safety. Sitting 
there, very desperate, I looked to this side and the other, 
and saw only inexorable blind walls. A sound above my 
head attracted me. An odd old face, mowing in the torch- 
light, was leaned from a window and peering down upon 
me. * Ma foi^ my dear friend I * said I. * Ton appear in 
the nick of time to save me I ' . . . ' Do I ? ' answered 
the old man. ' But it is your fine coat and breeches that 
interest me. This is a pawnshop, sir. I will advance you 
fifty livres on them, if you wiU promise to oblige me by 
hanging as cleanly as possible.* . . . That was excellent 
opportunism ; but I had no need to answer ; for, with his 
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The Chevalier de Yaux's narrative (continaed and 
ended) : — 

"I held onfc my hand. *The fifty livres, please,* said 
I. He came, peering, and fingered my coat. ... He was 
the oddest figure, a great bald white head on a skimp body, 
like a bubble blown from a pipe-stem. . . • ' It is not silk 
at all,* he said, 'but English alpaca. Tonr breeches are 
flimsy sarcenet ; your star — my virtue I It is just glass 
and nothmg else I You are an impostor, it seems; you 
play a part.* * Of course I do,' said I ; * and very appro- 
priately, since I play the " King of Prussia." * * The King 
of — eh I ' he exclaimed, and looked so close at me that his 
face seemed to fill the room. * My virtue 1 * he shrieked 
suddenly. 'I know the rogue. I understand! *Tis of 
the Cili-VariitSs! Oh, just Heaven! To see all the 
sneaks of emperors fighting for a crust ! I died of laughter. 
And you are — eh ? Why did you not tell me sooner ? To 
my heart, citizen actor, to my heart!' We embraced. 
* But first,' said I, ' here is such a box to such a play ! — a 
finer comedy even than the Deportation of Kings ! Let us 
see it out.' We returned to the window, whence I cast 
down the rope which had stiU till then held me attached to 
the derrick. The scene below was indescribable, a moaning 
and rolling sewer of cattle heaved so high against the walls 
that the surface of it seemed about to overflow into the 
convent garden opposite. There was a fine moral in the 
sight for me ; but then all morals are insupportably dull, 
and I soon tired of this one. • . . The play ended in 
stagnation, and we drew in our heads and pulled down the 
window. 'It appears to me, citizen,' said Talon Bouge, 
' that you will no longer be in favour with your manage- 
ment.' * And to me,' I answered. ' I am too late for my 
cue. The piece will have suffered deplorably ; my dismissal 
\& as certain as your undertaking to advance me fifty Uvres.' 
He screwed up his eyes, canvassing me. 'As to that,' he 
said, 'I make you a counter proposal. Your talent and 
your knowledge of high life might be curiously useful to 
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their second ckildhood is also their first. . . . Talon Rouge 
was of this order. He had come into existence shrewd and 
dry, akeady an old hand; and here at sixty he started 
qaalifying for a giddy-head. I saw him look at the girl 
with an expression I had never seen on his face before. 

* I will advance you twenty louis-d'ors on her,' he said ; 

* not another sou.' The gentleman demurred, and accepted, 
giving in his name for the pledge. ' See,' said he, ' that 
she is returned, as delivered, when I come to redeem her.' 
He went out, and Talon Rouge, consigning the goods to 
my custody, secretly followed and denounced him. He 
was guillotined in a day or two. . . . Mademoiselle Fifine 
appealed to me from her jailer. ^ It is insupportable,' she 
said. * He is all head, like a baby. I want to put him in 
the comer when he ogles me. Fie, then I It is unnatural. 
I shall never survive till I am redeemed.' 'You will not 
be redeemed,' I answered — * at least by your uncle ; ' and 
I told her the truth. She grieved sadly ; yet, by my faith, 
I do not know for what. ^Tou can only be redeemed 
through love and me,' I said. ... I was already weary of 
the business. She was quite crazed to escape. I dressed 
her as a boy from the pawnbroker's stores, and we ran 
away together. . . . Our adventures were too many to 
relate. . . . Presently we got across the German frontier. 
It rained a great deal, and was latterly a depressing time. 
The fact is, we are yet so little acclimatized here, we sons 
of God, that a wet day has not ceased to fill us with a 
sense of grievance. . . . The weather made me cross, and 
tired of the existing condition of things. I was growing 
more and more consumed with a desire to take my share 
in the enormous events of the day. Moreover, Fifine, who 
had been brought up delicately, worried me with her 
refined ailments. It is only this ridiculous human civiliza- 
tion which does not ostracize its sick. . . . One day we were 
approaching a town in Rhenish Prussia. For miles Fifine 
had looked so scared and pale, that I was loth to break to 
her a determination to which I had come. At last, in a 
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CHAPTER V. 

Ottb voyage was nneventf al. We made Lisbon about the 
end of the second week in April. By this time I was 
abnost persnaded that M. de Yauz's mission was nothing 
more than a passive and precantionary one ; that he was, 
to nse a legal phrase, deputed to watch a case on behalf of 
a family concerned. It behoved me none the less to be 
careful about giving away mine. 

The spirit of intrigue, so I was inclined to think, often 
postures for more than it is worth. The native cit, proud 
of his local knowledge, will prefer to conduct his country 
cousin to a given point by obscure and ramifying rights of 
way through courts and houses, rather than by the direct 
road. I recognized this tendency in my mother. Why 
should it not characterize the chevalier also ? He was 
interested to learn the object of my journey, and so had 
sought to come at it by tortuous passages. Hence, possibly, 
the business of the masque and the searching. They had 
left me only amused and unshaken. I thought, for myself, 
I could have suggested simpler courses to an end in view. 
This character seemed to me too frank and good-humoured 
to practise a complex roguery. It could be irresponsible 
and unscrupulous, certainly, as its confidences revealed; 
but only, I believed, because it was the character of a 
veritable Nature^s vagabond. There was one thing only 
upon which my conclusions stumbled — the poisoning of 
the pig. To this I had never referred even indirectly, 
Some instinct impelled me to keep that card up my sleeve. 
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For the last day or two before lauding I fought a little 
shy of the chevalier. He made no remark, but expressed 
some amusement in his face. At the end I accosted him 
with a rather brazen frankness. 

"M. de Vaux," I said, "you have been very kind to 
me, and very open. We part, I hope, with mutual liking ? '* 

" But why part ? " he asked, his eyes twinkling. 

** Why," I said, " you forget your own honesty, monsieur. 
It is the rule of sport to give the fox law." 

He looked at me admiringly. 

" I don't know about that. In France it is no crime to 
shoot him at sight." 

" Well," I said, " but dead foxes tell no tales ; nor, I may 
add, monsieur, do dead huntsmen. Tou do not want to 
shoot me, but to run me to earth ; you have confessed it. 
And I, for my part, reciprocate your candour by assuring yon 
that if you should come up with me and follow me under- 
ground, you would not likely rise again till the day of 
judgment." 

He stared, and went into a husky laugh, till coughing 
stopped it. 

" What a penalty for a little artless curiosity I " cried 
he. ** To be cut oflf in my bloom by this fire-eater ! Well, 
I declare, if Beynard isn't as fuU of pluck as of cunning. I 
must reconsider my position very gravely." 

I was lodged with my general in an ancient building of 
the inquisition which made one side of the Pra9a do Bocio, a 
square set among the deep indentations in the northern 
quarter of Lisbon. This town, contrived from the ruins of 
earthquake and eclipse, presents as many diverse features as 
the parts of a landslide. From the hills that possess it^ a 
hundred unclean channels of streets descend in tortuous 
windings to discharge themselves into the broad estuary of 
the Tagus. A wide rampart of convents and churches, 
reared broken and insular high up against the sky-line, 
seems as if it were the crumbling source of all these muddy 
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rivnlete, wUch have grooved fantastic furrows, now deep, now 
shallow, in their downward passage. At the foot, a space of 
level ground, reclaimed from the devastation of '55, testifies 
to some reaction from civic stupor in a number of handsome 
streets and squares, which embody the capitol of commercial 
energy. Elsewhere, and especially to the east, the new 
growth has respected rather than supplanted the ancient 
havoc. There is no centralization ; little clearing away of 
ruins to secure advantageous sites. The builder skips a 
difficulty and plants beyond. AU round, the city projects 
itself in strides which are no criterion of its actual advance. 
Ton wiU come in progression upon a clump of villas, a 
plantation, a shattered weed-crusted house jostling a sound 
modem one, with its trim garden and grape-terrace, a bare 
declivity, another heap of rubbish, a string of houses. It 
has no boundaries whatever. 

But if its skirts are extended, its waist, so to speak, is 
very closely restricted ; and within these limitations were 
our quarters. Dark, filthy, and intricate, the streets which 
gave on our breathing-space were mere dug quarries in a 
hill of brick and stone. We were so confined amidst echoes, 
that a bugle-call could not explain itself without laughter. 
In my inexperience, and the novelty of it all, I felt for the 
moment as lost in this deep place as M. de Yaux had 
imagined himself to be in the street of the sewer. It seemed 
impossible that the germ of a successful campaign could lie 
in these bodies of scattered and buried red-coats ; in these 
parks of stiflf and silent guns, which were clustered inextric- 
ably in every available open space ; in the hollow noise of 
unseen drums, which aU round rose confusedly from under 
one's feet, like the booming of the foundered bells of St. Ouen. 
It seemed impossible that order, for me, could ever evolve 
itself from this dingy chaos. Yet I had one comfort in my 
desperation. Lost to myself as I appeared to be and hidden 
away from outer knowledge, I must surely be beyond any 
present rediscovery by M. d'Artois' attache. So I thought, 
with what ignorance of the real character of the man ! 
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Nevertheless it troubled me, feeling so immnred, that 
General Prince would persist in keeping me confined to 
quarters. So vast and wide-fiung were the ramifications of 
this amazing city, I felt as if I could have dodged pursuit 
indefinitely amidst them. But, in truth, I knew my friend 
no better than my enemy. As loyal to duty as to sentiment, 
he would scamp the business of neither. He knew in his 
heart my mission to be of the first consequence — of the 
greatest peril. If he did not know the chevalier, he knew 
the world, and, intimately, this comer of it. It was 
mediaeval still in its moralities. The greater and the lesser 
vendettas were institutions here which had survived the 
earthquake. A shot in the night, a scufBe, a stab, a figure 
diving into an inky burrow, another sprawled upon the 
stones — and there might be the Gordian knot of a whole 
conspiracy divided. Besides, we English might not even in 
Lisbon stake upon popularity. The race which, with wounds 
raw and unhealed from the recent French occupation, had 
crawled to solicit our help, having secured, regarded us as 
Imperial Rome regarded its mercenaries. It feared and 
hated and sneered at the men whose disinterested courage 
shone so in contrast with its own craven inefficiency. It 
conspired sometimes to turn upon ns the muskets with 
which our generosity had armed it. Never, in all the 
history of warfare, has chivalry figured so God-like as when 
Britain fought the battles of Spain and Portugal amidst the 
slanders and ineptitudes of her allies. 

General Prince waited, in short, the moment when more 
insistent duties would permit him to fulfil his part of a 
certain private contract. And, in the mean time, he would 
risk nothing by letting me out of his sight. The instant, 
when it arrived, must carry us sure and nnhesitating to our 
goal. 

It was not, after all, long delayed. One wet and windy 
night I received a smnmons to attend him in his private 
quarters. I found him cloaked and hatted in a manner to 
obscure his identity. He directed me briefly to disguise 
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myself in similar style, and as soon as possible to rejoin him. 
When I returned there was a second figure in the room, 
the oddest little round-faced creature, a child in age and 
stature, but full of a puckish swagger and self-import- 
ance — a pocket brigand. His capote was a girl's pelisse, 
his little hat was cocked, and a little knife was stuck in 
his belt. 

Prince looked at me with a sort of dry amusement. 

"There is wisdom in going roundabout to our desti- 
nation," said he. ''This gentleman, an old citizen, has 
consented to be our guide. Let me introduce you, Lo'is, to 
the Emperor of the Holy Ghost" 

He laughed over my bewilderment, and spoke a word in 
Portuguese to the imp, who nodded, and immediately took 
the lead of us. A door, of whose existence I had not known, 
in the angle of a recess, admitted us to a flight of steps that 
descended into stone vaults. At the bottom another door 
swung open to the shrill summons of our guide, and revealed 
a black-frocked monk, flambeau in hand, who in his turn, 
with much deference of demeanour expressed not to us but 
to the emperor, conducted our party by a number of intricate 
passages to a third narrow door, which discharged us into 
the night. As we went forth, " For San Domingo," muttered 
the general, and slipped an offering into the friar's ready 
hand. The next instant we were pursuing, with an anxious 
humility, the little strutting figure of our cicerone. 

"01" I whispered. " In pity's name explain I " 

My companion chuckled. 

" I do things thoroughly, that is all. If by any chance 
there are dogs abroad, we will baffle them in this way. He 
is better than an escort to us." 

" Who is he ? " 

" He is the Emperor of the Holy Ghost." 

" General I " 

"It is true. He was elected on Easter Sunday, and 
reigns till Whitsuntide. In the interval he may bum, steal, 
murder, with impunity — commit any crime be likes, except 
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high treason. No one will touch him, or us, while we are 
under his protection. Look there I " 

We were threading the intricacies of a filthy quarter. 
The driving rain and the mud underfoot made us pant and 
labour to keep pace with the elf , who flitted on ahead cock- 
sure. Suddenly, emerging from a wine-shop, a group of 
sinister scarecrows had barred our passage. The child 
halted on the instant, screeched a defiance, whipped from 
somewhere under his cloak a little flag having the device of 
a dove on it, and extended it under the noses of the gang. 
There followed a muffled cry, and, if I may be believed, 
every Jack rogue plumped on his ragged knees in the mud, 
and struggled to kiss the ensign. We passed by unmolested. 

"They are all good Catholics," said the general. " It 
is a national custom. By luck I knew this little devil's 
parents, was once in the way to serve them, and so was 
able to secure him." 

The child, turning, doubling, advancing again, led us 
crookedly but surely westwards to the suburb, as I learned, 
of Bethlehem, where, built within the eternal murmur of a 
little stream which, hard by, ran into the Tagus, stood a 
scatter of decent houses. Before one of these, standing 
dark and solitary near the shore, he halted. 

The general, instructing him with a muttered word or 
two, signed to me to come, and together we passed through 
a gate into a little garden, and so up a stone path, on which 
the rain plashed, to the door. A soft knock thereon 
brought an almost immediate response. It was opened 
noiselessly, and I saw a tall figure standing beyond in 
darkness. 

" Qui est-ce qui frappe ? " asked a deep low voice in 
French, of an accent that sent an odd thrill through me. 

" Sir Allan Lois and another," answered my companiou. 

" Ah ! " The exclamation was like a very groan of 
ecstasy. '* Enter, messieurs. You are long expected." 

We tiptoed into profound gloom. The door closed 
k> behind us. I felt myself pushed gently into deeper 
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obflcnrity. Then steel scratched on flint, the room woke 
up to light — and I saw before me Oham Bronssier. 

I fell back a little, with a sndden Inmp in my throat. 
This amazing ghost from the past, this spirit of a dead love 
and happiness I And I conld not claim it or know it I I 
never had a donbt of it, thongh it appealed to me over 
a gnlf of eighteen years. The strong sober face, the strong 
limbe and hands, the strong short hair, but little grizzled 
even now — they were here unaltered to my memory of 
them. As I looked, faint echoes of old forgotten airs, the 
ghostly throb of a pipe crying far away an ancient mystery 
of Provence seemed to thrill in my soul. The kitchen of 
the Oastle Farm stole about and enclosed me, and I lay on 
Madelon's warm lap, hearing Ninon sing and the wind- 
knights storming up the valley and swishing by the walls 
outside. And all the time I was conscious of Cham's eyes 
fixed upon me in a sort of wondering rapture — and I could 
not claim him or know him. 

Prince's voice cut quickly into the silence. 

"Be brief, my friends I Ton remember me, Brons- 
sier ? " 

" Surely," said the man. " The good colonel, madame's 
good friend and deputy, who visited me here, on madame's 
business, six years ago." 

" I am a general now, Bronssier. Times are changed, 
and your quarters also, for it was not here you received 



me." 



'* No, monsieur. I moved to be near the sea." 

"And why?" 

Cham looked at him steadily, with a little glittering 
smile. 

"Say, monsieur, I was in the mind to take a voyage 
with a comrade or two." 

He paused, struggling vainly for self-control, then 
burst out, in a helpless flurry of eagerness, " I cannot do 
it I My God, my heart is on fire I Monsieur, monsieur, 
tell me I Is the moment indeed come at last ? " 
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" Do you mean, of introdaction to the son of your old 
mistress ? " said Prince, coolly. " This is Sir Allan Lois, 
Broussier. I certify him to you." 

Oham looked across at me again with a sort of breathing 
adoration of deference. It was obvious he did not know 
me. This new cruelty of having to counterfeit before 
him wounded me to the quick. 

" Monsieur,*' he said to me, *^ you have never seen me ; 
but my lady will have spoken of her servant. I lay my 
love and my duty at your feet." 

These were his simple credentials. I conld only acknow- 
ledge them with an inclination of my head. 

** Monsieur," he went on, '^ has, it appears, a commission 
in the army of retribution. I hope that is wise. He will 
have considered how a soldier's life is not his own." 

«*My man," said the general, "it was judged politic, 
and there is an end. There is no need to discuss it. How- 
ever, you may know for your comfort that Sir Allan is on 
my staff ; and I will go so far as to say that, whatever 
private urgencies may be his, he shall run no risk from 
professional." 

" That is good, then," said the other, fervently ; " and 
I pray God that now we are once started, there may be no 
delay. The moment is acute. The opportunity comes with 
an advance eastwards upon General Victor, who threatens 
to occupy Talavera. it is there that " 

" Stay I " cried Prince. " This is not for my ears. I 
have done all I undertook to do ; and now I will await you 
outside. Be short, that is all I ask." 

Without a word, Cham ushered him to the door, and 
returned. 

" Monsieur," he said softly, ** but it is true he knows, 
is it not ? " 

*^M. Broussier," I answered, *Hhat is an honourable 
gentleman, as loyal to friendship as to his duty. For the 
sake of the first, we must not ask him to compromise him- 
self with the second." 
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''That is trae,'* said he, and checked himself, and 
advanced a pace or two, his face alight with fervour. 

'* Her son 1 " he mnrmnred, clasping bis hands. '' 0, 
monsieur, this is a great meeting ! *' 

It was more, or less, than that to me. Emotion drove 
me, perhaps, to a show of terseness. 

" We must be short," I said. " Remember his wish." 

He called himself in at once, and came and stood near 
me, BO that he might enforce his directions in a whisper. 

'' It is said in a sentence, monsieur. ZT^ is in a convent, 
The House of Woe^ which lies on a little hill to the north of 
Talavera. The password is Bonti et valeur.^^ 

I repeated it after him, by his wish, many times. 

" And that is aU ? " I said ; « no letter ? no authority ? " 

"None," he answered. "No other evidence but this 
one motto of his house. They cannot take it from yon» 
save they cut out your tongue. Tet I would have you, 
if you could, learn one stave of a simple little air from me." 

" Let me hear it, then." 

He whistled it softly over, a bar of an old FroveuQal 
song I had known in my childhood. I was so deeply 
moved that I could only repeat it after him with difficulty. 

"But monsieur has a ready ear," he said; and I 
whistled it again and again, each time clearer. 

" And who is it for ? " I asked at the end. 

" For nothing," he said ; " but, if necessary, to convince 
my daughter Ninon." 

I echoed the name, irresistibly, in amazement. 

" Ah ! " he said, " monsieur has heard of her, perhaps ? 
Since '99 she has been with him, the king — always, as I 
think of her, the little nurse and comrade. Tet, in truth, 
at this day she is a woman of twenty-six, though still an 
unvowed novice, and to remain so till his fortunes are 
secured. Only she, monsieur, and the mother superioress, 
the Sister Agatha, are in the secret ; and Ninon is jealous 
of her charge ; and indeed it might be well, if you would, to 
afford her this double proof." 



f 
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I bowed my head. 

" It shall be so," I answei-ed. " And afterwards — if I 
succeed ? " 

"You will succeed, monsieur ; you most. Milor 
Wellesley will not allow the French to occupy Talavera. 
He will be there before them. He will keep his communi- 
cations with this, his base ; and you will convey the king 
hither, stage by stage, to the house we now stand in, whence 
we will embark for England. That is my share —alas 1 not 
a bold, but, while I wait, an anxious one." 

I stood a minute silent, struggling with a thought that 
would not be expressed. Then, " Very well," I muttered, 
and made for the door, but on the word turned, because 
the cry would out after alL 

" You have a wife, M. Broussier, have you not ? " 

The question died in my throat . He dropped his head 
there before me, and in a moment was an old and broken man. 

"In God's keeping, monsieur," he said, "these three 
years." 

A surge of heart-sickness went through me. Why had 
I never been told of this? Ah, surely in the little 
jealousies of love my mother could not rise above the 
weakest of her sisters I I had no longer any courage to 
probe this strong heart for whatever tender memories it 
might contain of a once petted foster child. 

"I am very sony," I muttered, and went straight 
from the room to the door. General Prince met me as I 
opened it, and pushed me back again into the light. 

"I have been thinking," he said: "Your house — 
precaution is never thrown away — may be under sur- 
veillance, Broussier. It is better, perhaps, we leave in two 
parties. I wiU go on first with the boy, and do you follow 
with Sir Allan after an interval." 

Cham acquiesced readily. He quite admitted ihe 
possibility of espionage ; had even, now he thought of it, 
observed strangers latterly in the district. He would see 
to me, let monsieur assure himself. 
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For another quarter of an hour he and I talked 
together, discossing in a low voice sach details of the 
venture as turned on direction and locality. He never 
once alluded to my real self. The occasion was all-para- 
mount with him. His manner throughout was one almost 
of adoration for this his young feudal lord, as he thought 
me, come across the seas to consummate a splendid triumph. 
That other, Eobin— ah, the dear waif of love! But, 
where a God's anointed was to be handled, such must not 
be in the count. So he would have felt, I am sure. 

At length we set out, closing the door silently behind 
us. The first two or three hundred yards would take us 
past a shrine to the Blessed Virgin, at whose feet a lamp 
burned behind glass. We were leaving this to the right, 
when Cham put a sudden hand on my arm, and stopped 
me with an exclamation of fear. 

" Mother of God 1 " he whispered. " What lost penitent 
is that ? " 

He pointed. I saw something like a black puddle at 
the foot of the altar. We stole towards it, and leaned 
over. It was the body of a dead man, of a thick-set fellow 
tangled in a long cloaL The face was turned to the 
ground. Oham tilted it up, and, as he did so, I uttered an 
irrepressible cry. I saw there before me, the rain plashing 
into its dead green eyes and open mouth, the face of Goutelas. 

The shock was sudden, sickening, and terrifying. I 
could have no doubt but that this apparition was connected 
somehow with my to-night's visit. Yet whence had it 
come, and by whom been foiled ? It was only certain that 
here, close upon the threshold of my secret goal, De Yaux's 
tool and confederate, the ex-innkeeper of the old Cologne 
quarter, lay stabbed to the heart. 

He must have come across the water with his master, 
then — though sailing in another transport — and been em- 
ployed since to shadow me, or perhaps my objective Cham 
Broussier. But^ if in the latter case, how startling a 
knowledge of my direction was implied, how really terrible. 
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As Cham hurried me away, I coiifessc 
accents something of the black know 
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For I had acquainted him of the charact 

" Ay," said he. " I will lay 'twas he 
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But he was French, monsieur says, the 
understanding. Depend upon it, his co: 
the lurch when they found with whom t 
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" God be thanked ! " he said. " They were hid behind 
the shrine, and set upon ns as we passed. There were 
three of them, and his majesty disposed of two with his 
blessed ensign. But the third didn't understand, and 
cursed the others for cowards, and made at me with his 
stiletto, ordering me to turn out my pockets on pain of 
death. I had my barker ready for him ; but there was no 
need ; for before I could decide, the boy had slipped under 
his legs and struck up. The little devil's spit went home, 
Lois. We left the dog there, and walked on. At first I 
thought of returning to warn you ; but decided it were 
safer to let Broussier extricate you his own way. I wanted 
to run ; but bless you, not a bit of it ! The cockerel 
strutted at his ease, crowing with vanity. I had to buy his 
silence at the price of a whole tuck-shop before I parted 
with him. His pockets were stuffed with lollipops. And now, 
my man, that business despatched, we'd best turn in.** 
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CHAPTER VI. 

What a position now was mine ! What a task for a raw 
young intelligence 1 To have to play these terrific cards of 
diplomacy, and win, with honour if I could, under the 
eyes of an antagonist, subtle, determined and unscrupulous, 
who at any moment could show me up for an impostor 1 
And to baffle him I had only, virtually unsupported, my 
little wits. What his opinion of those was the openness 
of his tactics proved. He had failed, it was true, in his 
second as in his earlier attempt to bleed me ; but the 
contemptuous directness of his measures showed his con- 
fidence in my utter helplessness to retaliate. I could not, 
indeed. His instruments — as who could doubt they were ? 
— had dropped without speech. And even had they spoken, 
I must have repudiated, for my own sake, their revelations. 
He had no shame or fear at last, it seemed, in confessing 
himself to me. What was to be his next move, and how 
was I to greet him if we met ? 

Fortunately I was spared a solution of that second 
problem. On the 22nd of the month General Sir Arthur 
Wellesley arrived in Lisbon to take over the command of 
the whole British and Portuguese forces from Oradock, who 
retired, fuming, poor man, to the Governorship of Gib- 
raltar. Ten days later the commander-in-chief, leaving 
General Prince, with a part of his division, in the city, to 
check the movements of Victor to the east, began his 
march on Oporto, and the attachi went with him without 
my having once encountered him during the interval. 
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What watch M. de Yaox managed to have established over 
me during his absence I have never known, but that he 
was kept somehow acquainted with my movements I do not 
doubt. 

My disgusted general, chafing under inaction, settled 
down resentfully to the task committed to him ; but 
hearing presently that Victor, after occupying (M. Oham to 
the contrary) Talavera, had evacuated that town, and was 
marching west to force the passage of the Tagus at Al- 
cantara, with the view to seizing Lisbon u^ the absence of 
its best defenders, his fighting soul woke jubilant, and he 
congratulated both himself and me on the happy chance 
which this movement offered. 

" Well, that's as it may be, general," said I, ruefully ; 
*^ but you must remember my policy isn't glory, but a whole 
skin." 

**And both shall be yours, my boy," he answered; 
^ take my word for it. Don't you see how, while we are 
engaging the marshal within cry of our gates, Wellesley 
will slip round from Oporto to Talavera, take our friend in 
the rear, and open up all the road for you between Lisbon 
and your destination — at least," he corrected himself, ** what 
I presume to be your destination." 

The French general, however, was not to be so easily 
trapped. With the news of the fall of Oporto came that 
of his retirement over the river and reoccupation of 
Talavera. 

" What now ? " I asked of Prince. 

'^ Why, a little patience," said he. ** We shall have to 
walk further for our fight, that is all." 

^' And in the mean time, the Frenchman occupies my 
ground." 

"0, be easy! He's not thinking of you or your 
business, I fancy." 

'' Well, I hope not," I said, with a sigh. But, indeed, 
how oould I know to what treacherous expedients my enemy 
might not have been tempted. 



I 
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I had need at this period to poBsess myself in philosophy, 
for now near two months of maddening inactivity came to 
be onr fate. Daring this time we were rather cold-shouldered 
than entertained by the inhabitants, who seemed to find 
pleasure in manufacturing, for our behoof, reports of the 
discomfiture of the British troops that were driving their 
enemies for them. The poor Gkillegos, the common drudges 
of this left-handed people, were, I 1)elieve, the honestest 
fellows in the city, and would fraternize admiringly with 
our men over their little water-barrels. As the weather got 
hotter and drier, the pestilence of beggars more verminous, 
the streets more putrid with the trodden offal which it is 
left to the chances of rain to wash into the gutters, fever 
and dysentery attacked us till hundreds lay stricken. An 
atmosphere of depression, in which you may be sure I found 
myself included, fell upon our garrison, and often I had to 
catch myself away from dismally pondering the vanity of 
my charge. For one thing, I could never satisfy myself as 
to how Allan's assumption of my name could have been 
necessary to the success of this mission. Since I was to act 
a lie, why not simply misrepresent to Cham my identity, 
and leave my brother, those long miles off, his unimpaired ? 

But one day, a little contretemps occurring, showed me 
the far-seeing wisdom of my mother's policy. I was accosted 
by an ofScer of a Hants regiment, late arrived, who intro- 
duced himself as known to Lady Lo'is since her recent 
settlement in England. He amused me, being garrulous, 
with plenty of local information which was dear to my exiled 
heart, and, amongst other things, did not hesitate to let me 
know how my mother, according to report, had had trouble, 
as doubtless I was informed, with a foster brother of mine. 

'* What trouble ? '' I asked, moved to some sudden 
apprehension which I could not command. 

But he either did not know or would not say. Beyond 
the fact that, as he understood it, it was connected with an 
illness of some sort, I could get nothing definite from him. 

So I was left to only shadowy speculation, and this one 
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concIoBion that that fast exchange of onr names had been 
a political necessity, seeing how, otherwise, accident might 
at any moment have betrayed me to, and discredited me 
with, Cham Broussier. This meeting, if at the moment 
unforeseen, was nevertheless a contingency to provide 
against 

In the mean time I religionsly kept away from the 
suburb of Bethlehem, being agreed with my fellow-con- 
spirator that the least suspicion of collusion between us 
should be avoided. My mother having for the same reason 
decided against corresponding with me, and my general 
against any appearance of particular confidences, the net 
result was that in that town of strange tumults and f ore- 
shadowings I must face my own stupendous weird, isolated, 
unhelped, unsympathized with. And then at last came the 
summons to quit, and I was desperately glad, and buckled 
my belt and set my teeth and rode out from the city in 
the wake of my commander, who had been ordered up to 
Abrantes to join his division there under Wellesley. 

The origin of this movement lay, firstly, in the informa- 
tion received by the commander-in-chief of Victor's advance 
on Alcantara and consequent threat to his base ; and, 
secondly, in his ignorance of that general's almost as instant 
retirement upon Talavera, when news reached him of the 
fall of Oporto. Having pursued Soult north to Braga, 
Wellesley at once, therefore, returned upon his steps, and, 
leaving Trant with the Portuguese ^^Yamosses" (as our 
fellows nicknamed their tail-turning allies) to hold Oporto, 
came south to Abrantes, only to find that his prey had 
escaped him. He was not the sort of huntsman, however, 
to take his pack home to kennels because it had once drawn 
blank. Waiting only for reinforcements from Lisbon, such 
as the high seas might bring and the hospitals spare him, 
he advanced straight into Spain, with the plan to join 
Cuesta at Placentia, and precipitate himself upon Victor 
before Soult should have time to rally and descend upon 
his flank from the north. How he succeeded is~ a chapter 
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of history, which might poesibly have read differently had 
King Joseph, coming from Madrid with his fifty thousand 
men, attended to the instmctions of his imperial over-lord 
and brother. 

Quoi qu*il en soU. My business is with nothing but a 
private and personal incident of the campaign. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

On the 27th Jnne we entered Spain — a force 21,000 strong 
with 80 gnns—and began onr long march, 260 miles in all, 
np the valley of the Tagns. It took ns near three weeks 
to cover the distance, walking most of the waj, on scant 
rations and nnder a withering snn, throogh a harsh and 
difficult defile, the sides of which were hilk, stupendous, 
austere, unpeopled, which les^ne by league seemed to focus 
themselves upon a goal which as persistently carried itself 
onwards. At first the novelty of my experience, and the 
sense of respite from an immediate responsibility which this 
indefinite progress afforded, kept me pretty interested and 
alert. But after a tune the eternal joggling in my saddle, 
the eternal mechanic tramp of the poor starved and dusty 
and foot-weary files about me, got upon my nerves, first 
acute, then dulling, till I came to long only that any period, 
however drastic, might be put to this protraction of mental 
and physical aching. 

The sufferings of this gaunt advance are on record, and 
I need not dwell upon them. How the juntas took our gold 
in exchange for stores which were never provided ; how these 
chivalrous heroes of ours, retching with hunger, must bid 
patiently for diseased horseflesh and the very offal of goats 
and sheep, while their allies hard by were fattening on their 
ill-gotten spoils ; how Guesta, the fat old Morpheus of 
Medelin, where this very Victor before us had made hash 
of some six thousand of his rabble, stultified, in senile 
vanity, our plans, while cheating our stomachs ; — all this 
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has been said. We joined forces with the Spanish general 
abont the third week in July, and straightway learned the 
valne of onr auxiliaries. They were some twenty-eight 
thousand in number, as melodramatic, insolent, and undis- 
ciplined a horde as could be imagined, and with a feather- 
bed for leader. 

It would be impossible, indeed, to exaggerate the 
*' downiness " of this ineffable old sluggard. Lord Chatham, 
at Walcheren, sitting and staring with the glazed eye of 
repletion on the towers of Antwerp, which he was too full 
of turtle soup ever to go and take, was a Mercury to him. 
Guesta accompanied his army in a sort of travelling bed- 
stead drawn by nine fat mules that jingled drowzily with 
sequins. He dozed in council, woke up cross, and went 
straight to bed. He was absolutely impervious to any plea 
of urgency. *' Look at me I " his face seemed to say — 
"sagging with imbecility, purple with vanity, dull and 
mottled as an old parchment. Is this the sort of counte- 
nance to give itself to anything bright or energetic ? Leave 
me alone to my purring and dribbling and snoring. Yon 
will gain nothing by talking me awake. I always work out 
my profound strategies in a state of stupor." Wellesley 
could do nothing with him. He believed that Waterloo 
might have been ante-dated by six years if Cuesta hadn't 
at a critical moment, when at last induced to attack, gone 
to sleep first in his bed, and later under a tree. He was a 
marvellous creature, like a tortoise in shape, in mouth, in 
eyes. I saw him only once, and had then to pay pretty 
handsomely for the humorous privilege of his acquaintance. 

As we approached Talavera, the French evacuated it 
and fell back on Toledo, where they were joined by Joseph 
Napoleon marching out of Madrid. I cannot describe the 
emotions which seized me upon my first distant view of the 
walls and towers of this town — the siderite of my desperate 
hopes. They rose hot and purple against a sunset sky, which 
embroidered them here and there with little thrills of gold, 
like the damaskeening in dark armour. The river, coiling 
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by them, rolled towards hb in a strangely livid flood streaked 
with emerald green. Right and left the mountains towered, 
a single peak budding crimson beyond the dusky huddle far 
and far away. To the left were woods, and then a wide 
ravine scooped out of the hills, as it were, and dotted with 
a smaller debris of mounds which looked very low and peace- 
ful in the glamour of twilight. And yet these were the 
predestinate '' positions " of the coming battle, and doomed 
to long years of vegetation which should grow rank and 
arrogant on its traditions of blood-manure. 

While light lasted I canvassed it for some hint of 
the place I sought, but without satisfaction. There were 
seemingly conventual buildings set here and there on the 
heights near the town, but the distance was too great 
to define them. As dusk dropped, we unlimbered and 
encamped. 

With dawn the next day we were astir, and before the 
valley was well alight had marched into the town with 
drums beating and a skirling of pipes which, as we passed, 
brought a throng of white-faced apparitions to the windows. 

The dead might have been rising in Talavera to the 
shrill of the last trump ; and, indeed, when that rousing 
summons has to be sounded, I can think of no more effective 
instrument for the purpose. 

We were hardly in amidst the narrow streets when 
General Priuce turned to and dismissed me. 

" You may go," says he, " and seek quarters for yourself 
and stabling for your horses — and," he added in a lower 
voice, " what the devil else you have a mind to. Harkee I " 
says he, bending towards me. '^Take your opportunity. 
I can give you no better. We shall push through this and 
beyond ; and when I return, or whether at all, is in nuMbus. 
In the mean time my orders to you are to await my further 
orders here." 

He pressed my hand and hurried on ; and I wheeled out 
of the crush and stress, and galloped to the rear, where my 
batman rode amongst the camp following with my second 
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monnt and packs. I bade him follow me, and together wc 
inquired our way to the magistracy of the town, who assigned 
us quarters, at this stage plentiful enough in consequence of 
a pretty general stampede of the frightened inhabitants to 
the mountains. I walked on foot to my lodging in the 
Calle de las Conchas. The street ran parallel with the 
northern ramparts, and the windows of my room, as I was 
presently to find, looked across the ravine where the fight 
was soon to rage. I was received by the couple who owned 
the house with a rather pitiful deference. All soldiers, 
champions or foes, were alike to them ; fire-eaters, ravishers, 
consumers of substance — demonios in short. They were 
brother and sister, joint holders of the property ; and, 
because of this, had fearfully held their ground while their 
many lodgers had scuttled. They could not realize the 
situation, this change and change about from French to 
English ; and were ready to kotow to me for whatever 
nationality I declared. The brother, Pablo el Toro by 
name, an ez-picador, was a bald-headed, greasy little man, 
with immense side-whiskers and round small eyes full of 
propitiation. His sister, Tia Martita — little Aunt Martha — 
was patient and old at forty, with a crumpled face. In 
Castile they ripen in a day, l^e peaches, and if they are left 
on the tree undevoured, their skins shrivel very soon. But 
little Aunt Martha was only dry on the surface. Her heart 
remained a living enough kernel. The almost cringing aston- 
ishment of these two upon finding me civilized was pathetic. 

'* Dio8 santissimo ! " cried the woman. '' His Grace does 
not ask for the flesh of young maidens I His Grace offers 
to pay a fair price for all he takes of us I " 

"Hullo, sairl" said her brother. "The English are 
very good men. Go to Heaven I " 

There was a long low window in the room assigned me, 
with a wooden balcony outside over which a fig-tree spread 
its topmost foliage in cool luxuriance. Looking thence, I 
paw beyond the walls the high toss of hills rolling east and 
west in a stupendous wave, of which the furthermost peaks 
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were broken into crests of snow. The slopes of the nearest 
were but three miles away ; yet a light mist, which held in 
the valley between, softened them as if seen through clouded 
glass. 

*' Sefiora,'* I said, in the best Spanish I could muster, 
'* can you tell me where lies a convent called * The House of 
Woe'?" 

** Ahf Jesus I " cried my hostess, and came and clawed 
me with one lean hand, while she pointed eagerly with the 
other through the window. "ilA, Jesus! There before 
your eyes I " 

" Where ? " said I. "I can see only olive woods, and a 
track winding higher up the hill." 

" It is just beyond," she said, " where the path disappears 
into the chestnuts." 

I knew enough to comprehend her. I stood gazing for 
some moments in silence. My heart seemed to move in my 
breast with a hot strange feeling, half terror, half triumph. 
Should I fare thither at once, committing my destiny to the 
instant throw ? I thought of ray enemy. He had given 
me not one hint of his existence, since, those months ago, 
he had gone north to Oporto. Again, during this latter 
march, in which Prince's division had held the rear, the 
attachiy if, indeed, he still accompanied, must have been 
always far ahead with the main force. I had had no more 
evidence of his presence amongst us than of that of the 
commander-in-chief himself. His very memory was become 
obscure to me. I desired, at least, to hope that I was over- 
looked by him in the stress of more immediate interests. 

At the same time I had not ceased to be impressed with 
the necessity of extreme caution. Wellesley had for the 
moment pai«ed beyond Talavera, yet no one could foretell 
as yet where the collision would occur. Supposing, by any 
fatality, the French were to come to re-occupy the town, 
where should I be, ensconced in that asylum of the hills, 
with my communications cut off all round ? Altogether, it 
were better I should await events a little. 
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I went out and mingled with the life of the town. It 
was in a state of indescribable tnmnit and confusion. The 
streets were choked with the baggage-carts and ammunition- 
waggons of the allies ; with screeching, gesticulating mule- 
teers and angry sutlers jostling and disputing with one 
another for place and precedence ; with an agitated com- 
missariat damning order out of chaos ; with such a seethe 
and sweat of passion as, it seemed, nothing but an angel, 
with a whole storm-cloud for watering-pot, could cool and 
scatter. And still, and all the time, the white terrified faces 
at the windows made a clamour of lamentation above — 

*' Los Ingleses nos dbandonan ! They are beaten I They 
fly back to Oropesa I We are committed to the fury of the 
French demon I Oh, Jesus, Maria ! The English abandon 
usi'* 

I sought for confirmation of these direful prognostics. 
I could get none, could learn nothing definite, could meet in 
the hubbub with not a reliable soul I knew. 

'* The French devils are already in the suburbs ! '' rose 
the screech. '* They stab and ravish I We are deserted 
and undone!" It was the wail of panic. All day, now 
shrill, now sobbing, it rang in my ears. Then, towards 
evening, when at length the waggons were parked and the 
mad pressure disciplined, the palUd ghosts descended, and 
hurried through the streets, demoralizing their compatriota 
of the baggage-train. Restless and distraught, I returned 
at last to my lodgings, and was served dinner by two twit- 
tering and tearful spectres, whose apprehensions goaded my 
own nervous excitement to a fury of reprimand. A thousand 
times rather, I felt, would I be at the front and active than 
sitting here in inglorious safety to hear the women cry. 

However, die poor creatures gave me a comfortable meal 
— a roast pigeon, a little loaf of white bread, and a stoup of 
good Almagro wine — which was already improving my view 
of things, when, with a slam that shook the wallB, a cannon 
shot sounded in the valley. I rose from my chair, and 
stood stark and listening. Here was war, then, close and 
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instant. The blood went back npon my heart, then seemed 
to recoil and rash np through all my veins, bringing an odd 
stiff glow to my skin. Another shot thudded, and another, 
the second soft and booming like an echo. I was conscious 
of the strangest emotion, between incredulity and exultation. 
Could it be possible that out there, but a little cry beyond 
the walls which shut me from the valley, flesh was being rent 
and bones splintered in the rushing tear of iron, whUe ail 
the time in this room I could stand at my quiet ease, with 
the scented dusk breathing in upon me and the peaceful 
pictures of the saints hanging on the white walls around I 
A fourth report came sullen from a distance. I broke away 
and went up and down quivering with excitement. At that 
moment I was mad to spur into the contest, mad with the 
human, or brutal, impulse to precipitate my stores of waste 
energy upon the only prey which in all the world could glut 
them. See a dog pin another by the throat, and, if there 
be a third standing by, what are the odds but he will dart 
also to the attack ? So, I suppose, from the dogs we are 
comes the impulse to join our fellows when they are killing. 

After a few turns I stood still again. A deep wail and 
murmur rose from the streets and from the lower part of 
the house ; but the cannon did not speak any more. Sud- 
denly I heard a step on the stair, and my batman with wild 
eyes burst into the room. He was a little Lisboan Gallego, 
fearful and excitable. 

"Senor, seSor!" he cried; "I bring one from his 
Excellency with a message. You will be wanted at the 
front I Things are going very bad, and not a sword can be 
spared I " 

Before I could answer him, he was pushed aside by a 
hot and dusty orderly, who entered and stood to me with a 
stiff salute, heels together and spurs jingling. 

" From General Prince, sir," said he. " The message is 
not to stir tfll you hears furder from him." 

The Oallego cried out, '* The French are three to one I 
It is madness to keep so much as a penknife in reserve 1 " 
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I silenced him angrily. ''Hold yonr tongue I Yoa 
shall take my place yourseU, you little Pedro, if yoa are so 
anxious." He shrunk back muttering. *' Where is he ? " 
I asked of the orderly. ''I know nothing of what is 
happening." 

He briefly sketched the information for me. Cuesta, 
pig-headed as usual and blown up to near bursting with 
imbecile arrogance, had run ahead of very reason, and in 
spite of his ally's remonstrances, to pursue the French 
retiring on Toledo. At Torrijos, that same morning, 
Latour Maubourg, having inveigled the old ass far enough, 
had turned upon him with his cavalry and driven him with 
his troops helter-skelter upon Albacon. Thence, after 
affecting to stand and form, the Spaniards, unable even to 
look the French infantry in the face, had turned taU for 
the second time and bolted back upon the Alberch6 river, 
which they had crossed in the utmost disorder, and there- 
after sat down to curse and snarl and hug their panic at 
the head of the Talavera valley, where at this moment they 
were fermenting. In the mean time, Wellesley, having 
thrown Sherbrooke's division between pursued and pursuers, 
and withdrawn his own troops into the ravine, across which 
they were now entrenched a little to the north of the town, 
was vainly engaged in trying to induce his mulish colleague 
to fall further back and complete the position — a movement 
which alone could help to restore the moral and material 
equilibrium. In point of fact, he wanted no more than to 
get this unsoldierly lumber bestowed in a place where it 
could look big without embarrassing his own action : that 
is to say, to the extreme right of his position, where, with 
the walls of Talavera on its one side, the British on its 
other, and an almost impr^nable front of ditches, breast- 
works, felled trees, and,:for central keep as it were, a great 
stone convent, it might presumably be trusted to hold its 
ground. But Gaesta would not listen. He was very angry 
at having been so worried and baited out of his siesta. 
Having been forced to run away when he should have been 
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snoozing, he was obstinately determined now to pnnish cir- 
cnmstance by sitting down immovably where he was not 
wanted. So the situation held at the present moment. 
The devil himself, said my orderly, could not bet on the 
result. As to the guns, they had been Sherbrooke's last 
give and exchange of good night, he thought, across the 
Alberchc. And General Prince ? Why, he was posted on 
the right, with only that gap between himself and the city 
which the Spaniards were being invited to occupy. 

Now, into this gap, I may say at once, our useful allies 
were induced to retire before the night was well out. For 
through the dark came the first advance of the French, 
driving in our outposts ; and, behold I the daredevils 
absquatulated, and huddled themselves away in safety. 
Still, for the moment, Guesta's obstinacy imperilled the 
whole game. 

I poured out my messenger a good bumper of the 
Almagro, which he tilted into himself with the wholesome 
cockney salutation, " 'Bre*s your good 'ealth, sir I " 

*' Tell the general," I said, '' that I will do my best to 
obey him." 

" Ah I " said the orderly, approvingly : " I twig you, 
sir ; " and he saluted, wheeled, and went clanking down the 
stairs. 

" You are not going, then ? '* said Pedro, darkly. 

*' Harkee, little fellow I " said I, turning sharp on him. 
'' The provost-marshal will be having a word with you one 
of these days. Have my horse ready for me with the first 
streak of dawn. D*ye hear ? And now, nuzzle I " 

He went out, grumbling to himself; and I set to tramp- 
ing up and down. Why had I given the order ? I hardly 
knew. Only I foresaw somehow that inaction must have 
its limits with me. After all I held a conmiission, and — 
and here was I settled secure in this quiet and fragrant 
room, and my general, a pistol-shot beyond the walls 
yonder, bivouacking on the field ! I had, I knew, a great 
responsibility ; bat the call, from that pr^nant dark out 
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there ! Ifc was bitter, bitter I All night I paced to and 
fro, and only towards morning, completely wearied out, 
flung myself on a conch, and dropped immediately into a 
deep sleep. 

I awoke to that instant sense of fatality which sometimes 
seizes ns out of slumber. I leapt to my feet, crying *' 0, 
God I " amazedly. The sun blazed into the room. Butter- 
flies were dancing over the flg leaves outside ; lizards 
basked on the sill. I hurried to the door, and called 
" Pablo I Martita ! " The scared woman came running up 
to me. 

" What time is it ? " I gasped. 

** Dio8 santissimo ! " she said. ** It is midday, no more. 
I would not let them disturb the sefior.*' 

" My horse I " I shouted. 

"Ah, f/(Wti«/" she whimpered. "It is in the court 
below. It was left by your excellency's servant. He would 
not wait when we forbade him to come and rouse your 
excellency." 

I was downstairs before she had finished. I had no 
plan but to end this torpor : to ride out and be my own 
informant of the truth of things. Inaction was impossible 
to me any longer. 

I mounted and spurred through the tumult of the 
streets, deaf to report and the wild rumours that caught me 
in passing. Some one directed me to the northern gate. I 
drove through it in a surge of mules and tumbrils, and 
came out upon a stretch of sward going up to a dense wood 
of cork trees. Along a track leading into this I gaUoped, 
so evading the mtUe of carts and drivers which turned from 
the gate eastwards. My way cut through an angle of the 
wood, and the shadow and silence of the place restored me 
to some reasonableness of reflection. Whither was I wend- 
ing, and for what purpose ? To reconnoitre our position, I 
told myself. Let it be so, then, and Ood direct me I 
Suddenly I drove apon a party of Spanish irregulars 
broiling some goat's flesh at a fire. They scowled and 
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hooted at me ; but pointed me oat my way when I asked 
ity deriding me for a malingerer. Other parties, and still 
more, revealed themselves, nntil, breaking at last from the 
wood, I saw before me, extended over a little plain, the 
bnlk of the Spanish rear, an indescribable confusion of men 
and animals and baggage-waggons mixed higgledy-piggledy 
without arrangement or discipline. But now the whole 
field, as far as the British position, was opened out before 
me, a long ravine heaved up on the left into a link of low 
hills, and, on the right, into a crumple of mounds with a 
convent reared in their midst ; while between ran an 
undulating country wooded all over at intervals with cork 
and olive trees. And on every side of me, far and near, 
turn which way I would, the ground was streaked and 
painted with fUes of red-coats, glittering with cavalry 
squadrons, scattered with rook-like swarms of Spanish 
infantry, all, according to their mood, awaiting the ringing- 
up of the curtain. Only in mid-valley was a wide un* 
tenanted arena, which, sweeping straight up to the front half 
a mile away, seemed to break at its topmost ridge into a 
broad flame of scarlet. 

Now across this arena I drove, with an odd feeling 
of shyness in taking such a ** ring " before such an audience, 
twenty thousand or so in number. But, having been sud- 
denly inspired to make it my object to ferret out the 109th, 
as at the least a refuge from embarrassment, and knowing 
that that regiment was posted to the right, I took the 
direction which my instinct suggested to me. I was two- 
thirds over, and nearing a clump of mounds, the scarped 
sides of which and channels between were seen much 
harsher and more intricate as one approached them, when I 
saw a great bulge of smoke rise over the slopes ahead, and a 
few seconds later a shattering roar shook the valley from 
end to end. It was the cotp cTarchetf the first crash of the 
overture, being played over there in front some mile and a 
half up the valley. I drew in a moment and looked round. 
The whole plain behind me seemed in motion, sparkling, 

p 
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agitated, shutting in the arena I had entered with wide 
swinging hurdles, of which every paling was a man. 
Betreat, even had I thought of it, was debarred me. I put 
spurs to my horse, and he leapt forward. 

Now the theme of that overture, inasmuch as I came, 
an insignificant tinkle, to be included in it, I will relate in 
a line or two. Before our front swept a longish dip, which 
rose, a mile or more away, into wooded slopes, having a 
house, the Casa de Salinas, in their midst. Upon this out- 
post, held in part (as I was to learn) by Prince's division, 
the French, advancing under cover of the further woods, 
launched their preliminary attack ; and so sudden and little 
expected was it, that the English brigades fell momentarily 
into confusion, and were driven, with a loss of some four 
hundred men, into the plains below. Nor was this the 
only, or the most pregnant, incident in a threatened catas- 
trophe, for the conunander-in-chief being himself actually 
in the house at the time, and only escaping with difficulty, 
was able to convert his accident to profit by restoring the 
marah of the situation. Opposing the old 4r5th and the 
60th to the enemy, he returned the now recovered battalions, 
under support of a doud of cavalry, to the main position, 
and filled with them the gaps in it. 

All this I was to discover later. In the mean time, 
knowing nothing of my general's advance with his division, 
I pushed on at a gallop, and entering among the escarp- 
ments came suddenly upon some two or three hundred men 
drawn up in a rocky hollow. Here, as I recognized in a 
moment, was a regiment of our Hanoverian Ught-bobs — if, 
indeed, so sprightly a term could ever be applied to these 
heavy-faced, fat-thighed, sausage-witted jdgera — and I 
pounced upon a company captain who sat smoking his 
tasselled pfnfe by the wayside, and asked him if he could 
direct me to the 109th. He took the reeking stem from his 
mouth, and pointed with it along the very way I was going. 

** Dormer und hlitzen ! " he said, referring with stolid 
I waggery to the musketry fire which never ceased now 
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exploding and crackling ahead. '' What other guide do yon 
want? Two, three hundred yards further, and yon will 
debouch into the high road, where all will be before you." 

I don't know what delirium impelled me. The lust of 
battle, I suppose, was in my brain. I spurred on under the 
hills, never considering how I might be running ahead of 
the whole British front, hidden from my view on the heights 
above. Then, in an instant, turning a corner I had burst 
into the open, and was looking across a plain upon a rolling, 
sputtering fog of smoke. 

Even then I only a little drew on my rein. I saw 
sweeping towards me, in a curve which entered the right of 
our position towards Talavera, a broad, white road, along 
which were hurrying a motley scatter of infantry, horsemen, 
and carts huddled with wounded, whose blood trickled 
through and was spumed by the wheels as the frantic 
muleteers urged then: straining beasts onward. I picked my 
way alongside of them, breathing hard, regardless of the 
shouts which warned me back ; and suddenly had leapt my 
horse to the roadside and was at halt, quivering all over, 
and staring after a little old creaking b&rline which had sped 
past me. There had been two in it — a doctor, with the 
badge on his sleeve, and lying back on his supporting arm 
a dead or a dying face that I knew. 

As I sat stupefied, my temporary frenzy in an instant 
sickened and burnt out, a voice hailed me sharply. A group 
of four or five mounted officers was drawn up in the road, 
and with every sign of urgency was beckoning me forward. 
I rode up mechanically, and as I did so, one of the party 
advanced himself a little to address me. 

** Your name, sir ? " said he. " Quick ! Who are you 
attached to P " 

*'To a dead man," I answered, with a small, foolish 
laugh. ** He has just gone by in that berline.** 

One of the officers leaned forward and whispered to my 
interlocutor. 

^' Well," said the latter, impatiently, '^ Prince is to be 
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hononred, bnt not by sentiment on a battlefield. Ton will 
take a message from me to General Caesta, sir, to prepare 
himself for an immediate attack on his position.*' 

I did not move — indeed, I was half dazed. 

*' I have no right to be here at all/* I mnttered. *^ He 
told me to keep away, and — and, whoever yon are, yon mnst 
find another messenger." 

The effect of my words seemed positively paralyzing. 
A moment's stnpefied silence befell. Then one of the gronp 
seized my bridle and bent to me. 

^' Are yon mad, sir ? Do yon know to whom yon 
speak ? Do ? " 

The other broke in with a lond, sawing langh. 

"jLatraille, take this boy to the rear and I " 

I came to myself with a shock. Did I know him ? 
Tes; in one flash of amazed horror. The wiry, grey 
fignre, the sunken cheeks and compressed, thin month, the 
eyes mocking the languor of their lids with an nnder stead- 
fastness which was cold even to cmelty — I knew him by 
description, as who amongst ns all did not — ^Wellesley, the 
oonmiander-in-ohief. And even as I recognized him, with 
the order for my execution on his lips he wheeled his horse 
to go, his steel scabbard clanking at his side. 

" General," I cried, " I was mazed with grief I I didn't 
understand I Spare me, sir, and I will obey your order like 
a soldier I " 

Latndlle, kind gentleman, holding my horse, looked 
anxiously for the response, leaning forward in his saddle. 

*^ Ah I " he sighed, rdeasing me, ^' be careful another 
time, sir. The Spaniards are yonder " — and he rode after 
the rest. 

Fervid in the rapture of my escape, beating down for 
the time being the anguish evoked of the vision I had 
encountered, I spurred back the way I had come, never 
drawing rein until I had penetrated the Spanish line from 
the rear, and was mounting the slopes towards the big 
convent, with the battery on its left, which was the key of 
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Caesta^s poeibion. And there I was told I shonld find this 
redoubtable general — and there indeed he was, not visible, 
but in ineffable snggestion behind a shrine or palanquin, 
like the Emperor of the Sun himself. 

He was ensconced in his travelling bedstead, in fact, 
and fast asleep. It was drawn up under a shady tree, and 
all about the padded sacro-sanctum tiptoed his staff , restless, 
uneasy, listening, with scared eyes, to the volleying across 
the valley. Further, at a reverential distance, irregular 
bodies of troops stood, disposed to nothing so much as a 
nervous irritability, which showed in an aimless shifting 
and scowling and fingering of muskets ; while to one side 
was scattered, any way on, a battery of field-pieces, the 
gunners engaged, desultorily but ominously, in tightening 
bridle-straps or testing girths, their shifty lowering eyes 
taking stock all the time of the carriage under the tree. 
I rode forward. A glittering hidalgo met and stopped me. 
'* Prom Sir Arthur Wellesley, sir," I said. ** A message 
of the last importance." 

** It must wait, Senor Gapitano. The general is resting." 
^' He must be awakened I " 

" Impossible I There is none would go such prepos- 
terous lengths to dare his displeasure." 

" Sefior, the French are about to attack you." 

^^ They must not, indeed, until he has had his sleep out." 

" Will you send to tell them so ? Sir, I must insist 1 " 

He made a signal. A dozen Ouerrilleros charged up, 

surrounded, and hedged me in. I struggled, protested, 

cursed, and then, finding all unavailing, fell passive. Ten 

minutes — ^a quarter of an hour may have passed thus, while 

I foamed or sulked alternately. And all the while the fire 

was nearing and extending itself on our left, and the smoke 

of it rolling over the heavens and blotting out the sun. 

Firm only in a consciousness of their impregnability, not to 

say of their invisibility to the foe, the Spaniards watched 

the stage from ibe idle security, as they thought, of an 

upper ^ery. And then, lo I Yictor's 4th corps, coming 
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on late with a little caatioD, and detaching a body of 
cavalry to force Caesta's hand, began a pistol-fire— no more 
— in the probable direction, and with the sound the whole 
Spanish defence broke up. 

I heard the shots ; they were answered by one far-rend- 
ing volley fired into space. My guard scattered. I saw a 
furious purple countenance projected from the carriage 
window, and leapt to it and dismounted. The old figure 
was screaming and ^gesticulating like a punchinello in a 
puppet show. Over ridge and wall from the front came 
streaming a swarm of tearing warriors, discharging their 
pieces as they ran. The gunners were cutting their traces 
and bolting on their cattle. Cuesta's very muleteers were 
turning the heads of their beasts with shaking fingers, pre- 
paratory to racing their master to the rear. 

As I ran up, he sank back, glaring a moment in apoplec- 
tic exhaustion. I wrenched the carriage door open. 

" From Sir Arthur, sir," I yelled. " It is only " 

and with the word a Spanish bullet took me in the thigh, 
and I fell forward into the carriage. 

Sickened and silenced with the shock, I scrambled up 
and sank huddled upon the front seat before the panting 
old man. 

^' Get out I " he screeched, and tried to rise to eject me ; 
but the carriage wheeling at the moment, he fell sprawling 
back upon his cushions, where he lay trying to kick at me 
with his fat old legs. Faint as I was, I fell into a helpless 
jelly of laughter, which infuriated him beyond bounds. 
He gabbled out curses and groans indiscriminate, as the 
carriage bumped its furious course over stone and hillock ; 
but by-and-by recovering himself somewhat out of mere 
urgency, he managed to project his head from the window 
a second time, and to scream the mad flight to a halt. We 
were then close down by the head of the wood I had first 
ridden through ; and here some fellows came and hauled 
me out unceremoniously, and tumbled me upon the grass 
by the track-side, where I incontinently fainted away. 
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I came to, after what interval I know not, to find a 
coaple of rascals searching me. They started back, seeing 
me recovered, and knelt grinning insolently into my face. 

'^ Ah I '* I said, faint and weak : *' but I^think yon have 
been forestalled, gentlemen '* — for, indeed, I was somehow 
conscious that nothing, not purse nor sword, was left to me 
— nothing, in fact, but the dishevelled uniform I lay in. 
'^ But help me to my lodgings in the town," I added, '' and 
I will pay you." 

They consulted, and agreed — at a golden figure. As 
they lifted me on to a litter they had improvised out of a 
sack stretched over their two muskets — 

" Tell me," said I, " how has the day gone ? " 

"01" they answered, " thanks to us the French dogs 
are being driven ofif." 

Then, with a sigh of gratitude, I committed myself to 
my fate. 

Little Aunt Martha received me with a loud and pitiful 
outcry, a note to me but just distinguished from the hellish 
scream of combat which was still drawn out incessantly over 
the walls in the valley yonder. It went on till darkness 
fell, dinning confused into my sick and wearied senses. I 
was all full of pain ; haunted eternally by some formless 
demon that would steal upon me, and move something, and 
let me dropping and reeliiig down into a black abyss. Once 
I fell, and could not rise again ; but lay lapped in a deep 
and voiceless horror. It was to me interminable, I thought ; 
and then suddenly light broke through my lids, and I lifted 
them with a wrenching effort, and saw figures about my bed. 

There were Pablo and Tia Martita : agonized, hand- 
wringing phantoms, and I believed I was to die. Why not, 
since my love was lost to me ; since my life was spoiled ; 
since Prince, the gallant and gentle, was gone before to 
show me the way ? 

A third figure, dark-coated, austere, held a candle, 
the light of which he let fall upon my wounded limb, as he 
examined it. 
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^* This is a simple business,** said he ; and handed the 
light to Pablo. The woman, with her apron to her month, 
stifled a scream. He sent her harshly from the room. 

The ballet had taken me in the fleshy front of the 
thigh, passing almost through which, it stood up under the 
skin like a black plum. Here the surgeon, for such he 
was, cut a little double incision, his knife cheeping in the 
lead, and then, pressing with finger and thumb, shot out 
the ball like a stone from a date. A spirt of black blood 
followed ; and then, once more, oblivion for me. But now 
the horror was flown ; and I rested without pain or fear. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

I DO not wish to dwell upon this little inglorions hart of 
mine further than as it affects the coarse of my narrative. 
In the midst of a battle of giants to have been knocked 
over, as it were, by a fooFs bladder ! It was not a proud 
reflection. At the same time, as much painful acknowledg- 
ment was exacted of me as if it had been the most heroic 
of injuries. I suffered, indeed, pretty badly at flrst, both 
physically and, from loss of blood, mentally. For two days 
I lay little above the level of life, half-conscious of the 
continued boom in the valley, and unmeaningly distressed 
by it ; half -conscious of the dim agitated shapes which flitted 
about me ; half-conscious at rare intervals of my austere 
operator, whom I would lift my heavy lids to see looking 
down upon me from a fever-fancied height, like an obscure 
and shifty gargoyle. But at last sleep, flower-bosomed 
and white-robed, stole in and claimed me ; and I passed 
with her through a land of poppies, and then of primroses, 
where the sun was delicious on my languid eyelids. But 
the light harps of dawn going by drew me out and on to the 
open flelds and the sound of gushing waters and the smell 
of grass ; and all in a moment I knew life again and awoke 
— awoke to a blissful sense of rest, and silence, and happy 
faces. 

For the great storm was over ; had roared itself through 
two days and a night into emptiness, and had passed, 
leaving the hills drenched with blood. The French, beaten 
and discomfited, had fallen back behind the Alberch^, and 
the allies, for the moment in peace, held Talavera. 



-iinjj »cnj .i.> i:ituu a^i iiniir wora; ill' 
{.()) SiMni <lis;il>us('(l of a jovons con(i<,U-i 
week Wcllcsley, widulrawing his troops fro 
luarchin*^ westwards attain to oppose Soult 
lefb Cuesta, that same hoary old braggadoc: 
the wounded, which he did, or did not, 
reached him of Victoria approach. Then 
bolted after the English rear, managing, ho 
priate en route the stores his colleague 1 
which he loaded upon the waggons which 
emptied of their goods and ammunition in 
carriages for the escape of the injured. An< 
that the French reoccupied the town, and 
it became prisoners of war. 

In the mean time, ignorant of the trial 
was drawing in new life and health hour 
fever once passed, I healed quicklj, and 
ready again to take up my destiny. N( 
outside during all these days came near m< 
rascally Oallego, who, I may say at once, 
suppose with the troops and my horse and 
my ever having been able to get news of I: 
could not venture on too intimate inquiri 
interest to lie close, unclaimed and unackno 
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position was my opportunity. No one heard or conceived 
of me lying bidden there in the Galle de las Conchas. 
My doctor, poor harassed man, operating eternally in his 
shambles, dismissed all thought of me when first I had 
rallied, and walked on the second day out of my existence. 
Once only, so Pablo informed me, had I been inquired for 
— by all the saints he did not know by whom. It might 
have been my Oallego or another ; a soft-spoken stranger in 
a sombrero, who had said, " Ah, so 1 Is it the case ? *' when 
he heard of my wound and prostration ; and who had gone 
away, declining to leave any message. This disturbed me a 
little ; but nothing further occurring, I forgot the incident. 
But I forbade my hosts to gossip at all about me, which com- 
mand, I think, they were faithful to attend to—after the 
event, that is to say. Sometimes, at first, I was startled by 
the sound of strange voices and footsteps in the house, until 
I learned that it was caused by the return of fugitives 
sneaking back from the mountains. Then, now and again, 
a face would look into my room, and dwell a moment on 
me in kindness and pity and so ghostlily withdraw. Once, 
my heart came into my mouth to see a black sombrero thus 
intruded, and disappear without a word from its owner. But 
I was growing strong by now, and desperate and defiant again. 
At last came the dibdch. A renewed rumour of wailingt 
rising from the streets, was wafted through my window, 
and then a sound of drums and shrilling pipes. I rose 
and hobbled a pace or two, stimulated by the sudden 
agitation ; but haid to succumb and rest again. I was wild 
with excitement until Martita ran in presently to inform 
me. She was sobbing and wringing her hands, poor soul ! 
The English were after all abandoning the town, and to 
what a fate only Ood and the ferocity of the exultant 
French might tell I Such is the principle of war. A city, 
a black dot on a map, symbolizes not a core of human 
hopes and agonies, but a strat^ic point. It would be all 
the more convenient as such, I suppose, if it were empty ; 
but that is a detail. 



220 A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 

I got rid of the wretched woman as soon as pos- 
sible. 

*' Be confident and obliging/' I said, ^' and they will not 
hurt you." 

I wanted to think for myself, and persuaded her to go. 
My God I how was I to act ? I was all in an instant in a 
woeful quandary. It was come at last, then — either to my 
snatching my brand from the very midst of the fire, or 
retreating, and, for the present at least, abandoning every- 
thing. No, by the living honour, I was in and would not 
fly ! I held the ground so far ; and in all likelihood, with 
the whole board of war thus in motion, the enemy, if he 
came at all, would not come to stop. Nothing was for me 
but the better heroism of patience. 

The returned lodgers escaped a second >time to the 
mountains. Once more the house fell ominously silent. 
On the 6th the French began to ride in, and within a couple 
of days the town was in their hands. They were moderately 
considerate, to say the best of them. Only a measure of 
brutality signalized their fresh occupation ; and they treated 
the wounded with courtesy. But, for all that, a good deal 
of heartless pillaging took place, from which the English 
were not exempted. Some wanton destruction of property 
also occurred, and from my window, whose limited view 
debarred me from seeing anything of what was happening, 
I could hear the crashing in of doors and casements, the 
shrieks of women and roaring of a great tumult, as the 
wave of havoc broke down the street. And behind me, 
Pablo and Martita were grovelling on the floor, imploring 
my protection for the love of God. 

I was wrought to great emotion. I looked round for 
some weapon, and cried out in a fury over my impotence. 
Hy sword, all the arms I had, had been taken from me on 
the field. Since Pedro's treason, a little linen, a couple of 
nniforms, and a belt containing some fifty doubloons which 
I wore about my waist were my sole effects. But I could 
not hear and reject these agonised supplications of my 
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faithful friends. I wheeled round suddenly, a little harsh 
from distraction. 

" Be silent 1 " I cried. " I will go down and face them. 
They may respect a wounded Englishman who can abuse 
them in their own tongue." 

I limped away, supporting myself by the walls. I will^ 
make no pretence but that I felt injured to be so driven — 
my wound hurt me horribly. However, I managed to get 
out and down the stairs. At the bottom was the dark cool 
passage, common to Spanish houses, which always gives at 
one end upon the street, and at the other upon a little 
paved courtyard, tented over against the sun and sweet 
with roses and orange-trees and the cool tinkle of a fountain, 
chiming often into the 3ong of cage-birds, which is the peri- 
stylium of these remoter Latins. Beaching here, I paused 
amazed. Bight and left, before either exit, stood a couple 
of French guards, with fixed bayonets crossed to bar my 
passage. I hobbled over to the nearest. 

"Are you placed here to protect us, monsieur?" I 
asked. 

" Precisely, monsieur," answered the man. " To see that 
no one enters or leaves." 

"But that is a fine attention. And to whom are we 
indebted ? " 

" To him who gave the order." 

" I was certain it could be no other. Then, at least, we 
may rest in security ? " 

" Absolutely, upon my honour, monsieur." 

" Then all is said that can be ; " and I crawled up the 
stairs again. 

"Be tranqml," I said, re-entering my room. "We 
have friend at Court, it appears. There is a guard stationed 
below to protect us, and to provide us an honourable im- 
prisonment." 

They were fervid with gratitude, poor souls ; and, indeed, 
circumstance profited them. But, as for my thoughts 
when at last I succeeded in inducing them to leave me ! 
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Well, I fongkt at onoe to imagine the best and to prepare 
for the worst — a pretty frnitless task for an anaemic brain. 

All the night that followed, I suffered, I think, a mild 
recrudescence of delirium. The exertion had made my 
wound bleed afresh, and the consequence was a slight return 
of fever. But towards dawn I sank into a refreshing sleep^ 
and did not wake from it for many hours. 

I opened my eyes to the consciousness that a man was 
seated at my bedside. I made no movement, but lay conning 
him in sort of stupefaction. The room was so still that I 
believe the rising clamour of my heart became at length 
audible to him. He turned and regarded me imperturbable, 
with a smile on his lips. 

" M. de Vaux I " I murmured. 

** Ah ! " he said. " Do not let yourself be concerned, 
old fellow. I want to have you very reasonable indeed." 

^^You have run me down, then? I understand now. 
The guard below was commissioned by yon.** 

He laughed. 

'* The little fox has had his law. What an unhappy fox, 
after all ! to be shot, in defiance of the rules of sport ! 
But if he uill go amongst wicked men with guns. Eh^ 
hien ! you were not entitled to do that, you know, my friend. 
I was very angry when I heard you had so abused your 
mission.*' 

" My mission I What do you know of that ? *' 

** Everything, my dear, except the little you are going to 
tell me." 

"Ami?" 

"You think not, perhaps. Well, you see you have not 
been able to escape me long. I had a string to my little 
f ox*s leg all the time ; but it was so light, he did not know 
it. That is my view of sport." 

" I can quite believe it. The man who would stand by 
and see a poisoned pig whipped to death ! " 

He actually paid me the compliment of a start, but 
surmounted it with a second little laugh, quite thrilling. 
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^* Oh, Reynard, Beynard I " he said, shaking a finger at 
me. '^ Ton saw that, did yon ? and yet afterwards eonld 
ever be a gull to the man who so introduced himself to yonr 
notice I I blush for yon, Sir Allan Bobin Lois I *' 

I had sat np on my pillow, feeling and looking, I dare say, 
pretty white and desperate. But for all that, I was stronger 
than I had been since the moment of my hnrt. 

'' Stop a bit," I said. " Not qnite so mnch of a gnll as 
yon think, perhaps. I know yon tried to make me yonr 
instrument in the poisoning of Monsieur the Gomte de Lille 
with acqm toff ana ; I know yon practised upon my brother 
at the Hague, and played the mountebank there, and thought 
to bleed him of a knowledge he did not possess ; I know yon 
cansed me to be attacked and searched on the road to 
London; and that yon made another attempt on me in 
Lisbon. Is not that all true, monsieur ? " 

'' I will not cross yonr facts,** he answered, totally nn- 
disconcerted. ^'Ton would not exaggerate them by a 
syllable, I am sure.*' 

" Very well, then,'* I said, with a sang froid equal, in 
seeming at least, to his own. '* Did I administer the poison ? 
Did I ever confide in my brother in a way to serve you ? 
Was it I, or the mountebank, who was gulled in the Hdtel 
de Yille ? Did your emissaries on either occasion succeed 
in their mission of robbing me ? Perhaps there was nothing 
to steal, monsieur ; and nothing, after all, is a poor price 
for a couple of lives — one M. Ooutelas*^ in Lisbon, one, 
M. Nagle*s, on the English pike road. I am a gull, as you 
say ; or is it, perhaps, you, when all is acknowledged ? " 

" Why," he said, " I believe you are offended. And yet, 
my dear little fox, who wins at last ? " 

*^That is to see," I answered. *'It is something, at 
least, to know you declared my enemy." 

" No, no," be said. " Only your adversary in a little 
contest of wits. Do you like my livery ? It is pretty, I 
think." 

** Very. The devil knows how to clothe his own." 
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"Oh, fie, then I To apply snch a word to the great 
French Emperor." 

" You throw off all disguise, monsieur, I see. So it is 
him you have served from the first ? Well, that explains 
everything, except the depravity that is possible to human 
nature." 

" Ah-ha I You are jealous, my poor M, Robin — of my 
uniform amongst other things, I should not be surprised. 
It is of a captain of the Nassau Chasseurs, those whom the 
English, I dare say, with the rest, have learned to admire 
and envy. Do you recall how my wanderings once stranded 
me in Rhenish Prussia ? I continued them to Wiesbaden, 
where I took service, provisionally, with the Grand Duke. 
It was a stupid life ; an absurd little state profoundly con- 
cerning itself with the etiquette of chair seats — whether 
green or red for the exalted breeches of envoys from other 
absurd little states— and I only accepted it for its oppor- 
tunities. I knew well enough what master I was destined 
finally to serve, the one man of all an mnuyie race who had 
the genius to collect the scattered rays of old disjointed 
systems, and focus them anew upon this near burnt-out 
cinder of a world, making life a thing again worth living. 
My time came at last with the Confederation of the Rhine, 
when I was able to declare openly for that genius, that 
magnificent, whom nevertheless I had already been serving 
sous U manteau. It was in '6, and you will recollect, 
monsieur, how I had had the pleasure of making your 
acquaintance two years earlier. And so the acqua toffana 
failed ? but was'.the failure quite due to your perspicacity ? 
Eh bien ! It ]& all something to live for ; and in my off 
moments I don this uniform of a regiment, with the raising 
of which I had a good deal to do. We are very select 
wine, sir : the emperor's private bin. It costs us a 
thousand florins to join, and expulsion for the least military 
offence. Here is the ribbon of the Legion of Honour in 
my button-hole. Is it not pretty? Live the emperor, 
the Nassau Chasseurs, and above all M. de Yaux ! " 
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He paused, slightly flushed, and coughing over a laogh. 

^' And why do you tell me all this ? " I asked. I was 
quite cool in appearance. I held myself in with set teeth, 
as it were, for I knew in my heart the reason. This man 
would kill me when he had turned me to the account he 
desured. There was no other course possible to him, since 
he had made it his policy to reveal himself. He leaned 
towards me. 

'^ But to convince the little Reynard of his helplessness,'' 
he said softly. 

As he looked into my eyes, I saw his face change 
horribly. The steadfast smile remained on it, but stiffening 
somehow into an inhumanity quite dreadful. I struggled 
to maintain myself. It was will against will. 

** So you are a traitor to d'Artois as to Provence ? " I 
muttered. 

"Still Provence?" returned he. "0, what a fooliah 
fox and his dam ! To think to conspire, and at the last as 
at the first to betray themselves for a sentiment I Tes, 
M. Bobin, I am a traitor, or an impostor, which you will ; 
and how, I say, are yon any better ? " 

I oould answer nothing to the point. 

"Let this end, then," I said. "Tell me plainly, 
monsieur, what it is you want of me." 

He bent ever a little nearer. 

" The hiding-place of that other impostor, calling him- 
self Louis XYIIth," he demanded stilly. 

I gave a quick breath and start. 

" I have nothing to say on that matter, sir." 

"Nothmg?" 

As he spoke, he was softly shifting my bedclothes, so as 
to expose my bandaged limb. " Nothing ? " he murmured, 
gently pressing with his fingers upon the wound. " But he 
who will not must be made — ^The mask is off — ^Do you 
know so little of me ? — ^Tou are alone, sir, in the midst of 
enemies not very scrupulous — ah ! " 

I bad struck at him, with a cry of intolerable pain, and 

Q 
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in the instant he had canght my right hand in his left, and 
with the whole weight of his arm was holding me back 
npon my pillow. His strength was quite unexpected and 
hideous. With his other hand he kneaded, a furious and 
grinning demon, confessed at last. 

"Will you?'' he urged, through his closed teeth: 
" Will you now — or now ? Do you think that I am to be 
baffled to the end? Yell I Why don't you? It will 
amuse my fellows outside there." 

My forehead was wrung with sweat. I set my teeth 
and endured. God pity me recaUing those minutes 1 But 
I must not dwell on them. 

" Will you ? " he snarled. 

" No 1 " I screamed, or meant to. I may have uttered 
no more than a whisper ; for on the moment sense left me, 
and I fainted. 

When I came to, Martita was kneeling and sobbing by 
my bed. 

"Let me up," I cried hoarsely. "If you have any 
soothing liniment, bring it." 

She held to me convulsively, imploring to know what 
that demon had done. He had left the house, she said, not 
ten minutes ago ; without a word, it was true ; but, Jbsus 
Maria^ his face I And the guard still remained. 

I would tell her nothing ; but asked her only for her 
ointments ; and when she brought and would herself 
have applied them, drove her away. I wept hot tears of 
rage and agony when I was alone. A thousand emotions 
of hate, and indignation, and cruel, cruel self-pity made me 
half-insane for the moment. If he would only come again, 
now, when the madness of my fury strung my arms with 
iron I He should not have it all his own way a second 
time. 

Let me pass over in shame the horror of that period : 
its greedy Insts, its fears, its abiding determination — ^that 
through all. He did not come again, then or afterwards. 
The hurts of my body healed, but never those of my mind. 
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I prayed only to meet him in my recovered strength ; but 
the time was not yet. 

So a week passed, without farther sign from him ; and 
at the end Martita came hurrying into my room, tearfal 
between wonder and commiseration. The guards were 
withdrawn ; we were free once more to come and go ; but, 
alas I I was to be deported, she was told, a prisoner of war, 
with the next convoy to Paris. 

I pricked up my ears : I stood : I stared. What could 
it mean, but that he had somehow been distracted for the 
moment from his pursuit ? This unexpected disposition of 
me might be an error due to his absence. That was 
possible, but as certainly it was my opportunity. All these 
latter days I had politicly played the slow convalescent, 
pretending to accept my confinement for a personal rather 
than an extraneous necessity. This may have hoodwinked 
my guards. Anyhow it was touch and go at last : either 
action prompt and immediate, or the death-blow to my 
plans. 

" A prisoner 1 " I whispered eagerly. " And the guards 
out of the way 1 Go, Tia Martita — Oo at once, and procure 
me knife and cloak and sombrero 1 *' 

She whimpered somewhat, my little old ally ; but blushed 
like a girl when, in an access of enthusiasm^ I bent and 
kissed her. 

" 0, that is all very well I " she said ; " but you are one 
among a million ; and how am I to account to God for 
helping you if you are lost I But, there, you will go your 
way, and I must know nothing of it I *' 

" Nothing," I said ; '* but that with daylight I must be 
on it!" 

This was in the evening. The tattoo was sounding 
outside the walls at the time; Within half an hour 
Martita had brought me what I wanted. We had a little 
last feast and settlement, and my heart rose full in the 
disinterested afiFection of these good people, who showed 
nothing but grief and sorrow to be quit of an encimibrance. 
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Then, having convinced myself that the soldiers were 
indeed withdrawn from the honsc, I lay down to my final 
brief sleep in Talavera. 

And I exalted : actnally, this same nnteachable Boeotian 
of a Bobin exnlted in the self-assnrance that his enemy 
lay smngly nnsnspicions of this his contemplated move, 
to which all the time, nevertheless, that enemy was very 
diplomatically indacing him, with a spy or two to follow at 
his heels. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

Thb sun was crimBoning the far crests of the Sierra de 
Vicente as I passed through the gate into the valley of the 
great fight No one interfered with or questioned me, 
though I fancied I was the cynosore of some stealthy corions 
inquisition on the part of the guard stationed there as I 
went by. The suspicion, however, did not long trouble me. 
I had not even foreseen a challenge, and was not therefore 
impressed by my immunity from such. Walking rapidly, 
with my hat-brim lowered and my face well muflled in my 
cloak, I turned eastwards to avoid the pickets of the French 
camp, which extended to the left of me, under the walls, an 
ariU of canvas, the thronged peaks of which were soon lost 
in the low mists of dawn. The figures of the outermost 
sentinels disappeared behind me in the same bright obscurity, 
and I pushed on faster, my heart leaping exultant in the 
sense of escape and freedom. I was committed finally to 
my enterprise, launched alone upon the world ; but for the 
moment it was all good and satiiBfying to be at liberty once 
more, to feel the sweet air in my lungs, the mother earth 
beneath my feet. 

I had marked my bearings by means of a watch-tower 
on the walls ; and, coming over against this, I turned north, 
and struck direct across the valley. As I went, the sun 
blazed over the topmost hills, and in an incredibly short 
space had devoured the mists to their last rag. I was 
revealed — ^but as what ?--an insignificant speck, mounting, 
and dropping, and emerging, and losing itself amongst the 
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irregularities of the ground, and that in common with many 
others that fitfully peopled the ravine. 

Now I set my eyes on my course, and saw it distinctly 
tracing itself up the hillside in front — ^something higher and 
steeper than I had supposed ; but that resulted from my 
more depressed point of view. Between me and my object 
— the little tracing of a road which disappeared among 
chestnuts — billowed up, in soft outline, a mound, one of 
those on and about which had raged the chief fury of the 
battle. As I approached to skirt this, I became suddenly 
aware, and that through more than one sense, of the fearful 
character of the ground I traversed. It was not only that 
here, more thickly than elsewhere, the silt of a sunken flood 
of carnage lay stranded amongst the rocks and coarse bents 
(cartouche-boxes, shattered wheels and musket-stocks, 
brassen helmets and bugles crushed grotesque like tinfoil 
over the brains and lungs which had once animated them, 
torn wisps of uniform, perhaps with a pathetic button or 
two clinging on), but that indications of what lay beneath 
were horribly numerous in protruding scraps of red and 
blue cloth, and sometimes of a stiffened limb which, bursting 
its ligaments, had sprouted, a ghastly shoot, through the 
shallow skin of soil that had been thrown to hide it. 

And scattered about this extended garden of death were 
obscene: stooping creatures, like monstrous rooks, who, a 
fortnight after the fight, were still busy turning the litter 
over and over for any worm of salvage. They groped 
stealthily, such as were in my path slipping behind rocks or 
mounds as I went by ; and I thought that if the methods of 
a Provost Tristan were ever to be justified, here was the 
occasion. 

But the mound itself I found to be, as I neared it, the 
very nucleus of all this horror. For at a distance I had 
dwelt with some sentiment upon a certain soft iridescence 
which its painted slopes had seemed to borrow of the mist. 
And, behold I here was the reason. It was strewed with 
uniformed dead so many that as yet their number had defied 



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 231 

all efforts to remove and put them mider ground. And 
there they lay, a festering hill of corruption ; there— 
'* pomp and circumstance of glorious war t *' Which was to 
be distinguished amongst all these features now? The 
rooks alone were left to discuss the individual claims to 
distinction. 

I hurried by, appalled, sick only to distance this 
Oolgotha and climb to the pure air of the hills. But the 
way was harder than I had foreseen ; for, coming beyond 
the chain of mounds, which, viewed from afar, had seemed 
almost cuddled up against the mountain slopes, I found the 
two in reality to be separated by a deep trench — a second 
ravine within the other — at the bottom of which ran a little 
brawling stream. 

There was no help for it ; down I must go, and by way 
of a slippery glacis of burnt grass, the igniting of which 
into a flame, which had roared up the hill over the wounded, 
had constituted a final holocaust to glory. 

Over against me, as seen now near at hand, the moun- 
tain rose a hundred yards from its base in a sheer harsh 
cUff, with a grotesque water-mill stuck in a cleft of it which 
churned a little fall as it dropped, and spat it out into 
the valley. Higher, it seemed to open back, terrace over 
terrace, into sloping pastures which were sprinkled with 
rocks and ilex bushes ; but of the convent I could see 
nothing, nor any sign now of the road I sought. 

The water was shallow, with a plenty of stepping stones ; 
and soon I was across and up the further slope, where I 
found a sort of oblique track going west along the moraine, 
as it were, of the stream, which I followed until I reached a 
place where the cliff was broken into. And there of a 
sudden I saw before me a ford, with the very road I sought 
coming from across the plain into and through it, and 
taking the hillside beyond ; and in a moment I was ascend- 
ing with vigorous strides. 

The road went up the mountain at a steepish angle, but 
quite practicable for mules. Bapidly the plains dropped 
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bshiad me, until, taming, I coald see the whole panorama 
of the battlefield spread oat beneath, with the town, white 
and bold in the hot sunshine, for background. But the 
mound was there below me, sprawled with carrion ; and I 
went to my toiling again. It may have been two-thirds of 
the way up that, threading deep cuttings of rock, I came 
upon the little wood of chestnuts. It stood quite isolated 
and unmistakable, and reaching it, I recognized, with a 
subdued excitement, that I was approaching my goal. And, 
indeed, emerging in a few minutes on the further side of 
the wood, I saw the convent itself rise before me. 

It stood on a broad plateau, terraced out of the hillside, 
and having the barren rocks of the summit to protect it on 
the north, and a high-thrown rampart of grape and olive 
yards to screen it from view of the city. Very prosperous 
and peaceful it looked in the morning glow, a silent little 
town of holiness, making a landmark on the road to Heaven. 
Its white adohe walls slept candid as snow under their broad 
and thick-timbered eaves. Tiny windows, suggesting in 
their disposition nothing of the interior structure, broke the 
blanknesshere and there ; and here and there a shallow 
balcony, with a red-striped awning hung from high above 
and drooping over it, nmde a bnuMler gash. These streaks 
of colour conducted the eye, then, to the misty green of 
cypresses in a garden below, where, lifted on mounds of 
grass so as to show above the enclosing wall, the graves 
of dead and gone pieties glistened in white stone. But the 
real richness of contrast was reached beyond the trees, where 
a sweep of cloisteral arches, Moorish, lavish in blue and 
vermilion and dropping-stalactites of gold, sowed the shadows 
with an innumerable glitter of gems. 

I stood gazing in such a dream as Hikrius's, when he 
first saw the marble palace of Pelagia rise out of the wilder- 
ness. That this home of rest and purity oould be sleeping 
on unblemished within gunshot of that field below, which 
raving passions had but now been strewing with a bloody 
wreckage I 
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But I roused myself in a moment to action. The road 
swung round before me to the right, where it took the 
conyent wall under a low bell-tower, and there ended. I 
would go boldly by it, I thought ; and had abeady moved 
on, when I h^rd a Yoice suddenly break into song in the 
garden hard by — so sweet and clear that I could distinguish 
the very words — 

** * Odd liiUe merohant, quaint and ikir, 
What axe the goods thou oriest there? ' 

« < Beeds from the river's kiBsing wet ; 
Flute h hee and flageolet ; 

'* * Sweet fife pitohed to the wanton's note ; 
Piccolo tuned at Yenusf throat ; 

<« ( Bird-calls shaped from the Uancoflour ; 
Whistles, for love, of Vherh^ cTamour ; 

** ' Pandean pipes, red lips to pout I 
Here on the grass Til turn 'em out' 

** ' Merchant, what was the stick let foil, 
Shrunk, dry, withered, the last of all ? ' 

** * That ? Bat a phantom voice, my prince. 
Put your lips to it ; hear — and wince I 

'^ * Music dead as the hoxwood row 
From which it was cut long years ago^ 

** * Out by Lancelot, sweet and green. 
From under the heart of his Dorine. 

*' * How she leaned to him over the hedge. 
Hear, if you will— your teeth on edga 

** ' 'Tis a garrulous pipe. There's more beside, 
Of a love betrayed and a girl that died. 

** ' Men will be men and women frail. 
The song goes wheezy, and something stale. 

** ' Put it away like nisty weeds, 

And choose ye one of my tuneful reeds.' 

** * Flageolet and flute h &«e, 
Merchant, little of these I reck. 
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'* ' Little I reok of the wanton reed ; 
This voice from the past is all mj need. 

" ' Is all my need for its ancient teen — 

Ah, love, and youth, and the hoxwood green 1 
And my no longer, hut GK)d's Dortne t ' " 

It was a love-ditty of that old, old Provence, half 
chaont, half melody, which I have tried to render into 
English ; and who bnt Ninon conld ntter it so, and in that 
very hannting voice my heart remembered ? No sooner 
had she finished, than I stole to the wall, cleared my throat, 
and whistling soft that other stave which Oham had given 
me, stood and waited. Not long. In a little came a rostle 
on the f nrther side, and an agitated whisper — 

" Who is there ? " 

^^Bonti et vdevr!^^ I answered back. '*Is it not 
Mademoiselle Bronssier? Wait, and I will come to 
yon I " 

I conld reach the top with my hands : the surface 
offered foothold : in a moment I was over and standing 
before her. 

Her beautiful pure face, with the grey eyes wide in it, 
was set as colourless as ivory. She held her hands up to 
her bosom. 

" Who are you ? '* she whispered again, panting : " And 
how did you know me ? " 

" Never mind," I said. " I am called Sir Allan Lois, 
and I was instructed in the way to recognize yon." 

But, for all my assurance, I must hang my head a little 
before the truth-searching inquisition of her eyes. 

She gazed on me a breathless minute, and then all of a 
sudden had fallen at my feet, and was pressing her warm 
lips to my hands. The red had come back to them ; they 
looked as if painted on that white face ; a tendril of hair, 
golden as ripe com, was escaped from her coiffe and hung 
over her forehead. 

" Called— Sir Allan ? " she said. " You have come at 
last, then ? Come to save us from the agony and the 
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terror ? 0, these months, monsienr I These last months, 

when every step up the road — And yon are called ? " 

She checked herself, gazing np again intently into my 
face. Then, in a moment, once more she was drooping 
oyer my hands. *' 0, pardon, pardon, monsienr ! It is so 
strange — it is 1 " 

She got in a sndden hnrry to her feet. 

** I must not question you. Yon have given the sign, 
that is enough. And, indeed, I saw you once — you were a 
little boy playing on the grass — and, and, I ought to know 
you again, ought I not ? " 

She put her palm in a dazed way to her forehead, and 
then turned and smiled very pathetically upon me. 

" Will you come in to the mother superioress ? She 
must be the first to hear and decide ; and there may be spies 
about. We are only women, monsieur, and — and that one 
other ; and very helpless save for Ood.** 

We spoke in French, as if instinctively: and it was 
sweet to me to hear the old forgotten accent. 

" Conduct me, mademoiselle," I said. " I am ready." 
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CHAPTER X. 

The stress and agitation of that time has blotted mnch 
of its detail from my brain. At this date, my memory of 
it seems all a phantasmagoria of grotesques, wistful or 
fantastic, in the d'Anlnoy vein. The Fairy Yiolente, the 
Prince Bossn, the pretty Finette, the formidable Oalifron, 
even the little dog Tonton — ^they were all there, all awaiting 
the poetic dinomment of the thunderclap which was to 
resolve, in its destruction of their House of Woe, a situation 
sufficiently desperate. And the shock of that climax dwells 
with me at this moment. 

Ninon led me, hurrying, across that still, sweet Death^s 
garden, and so under a porch into the glooms of the house, 
where, in a little four-square room, cool with whitewash, 
she left me. She turned a moment at the door, a sort of 
startled rapture on her face ; and there for the first time 
from the covert of shadows I was able to reclaim her to my 
memory. She had grown tall, this little divote of Aries, 
and ''straight as a Guadaramian spindle." There was a 
Greek cast about her features ; an English lily in her com- 
plexion ; a Southern ripeness in her figure. And then I 
thought how my ideals were grown remote from the flower- 
like Madonna ; and I frowned, and set my lips, and turned 
away, justifying to myself my right to play with truth 
before all women. 

And, as if to vindicate me, Finette vanishing, returned, 
it seemed, a witch. I have never seen such another. She 
came upon me from the gloom, a great bent old woman, of 
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incalculable age, leaning on a cratch. Her noee was hooked 
and large ; her eyes were of an unearthly brilliancy ; a 
white napkin seemed alone to keep her corpse-like jaws 
from parting. In ample black she was draped — ^the first of 
the women of sorrow ; Sister Agatha herself ; once — so I 
was to learn from Ninon by-and-by — a child novice at Port 
Boyal in the far days of the F6nelon-Bossuet controversy. 
She was of Jansenist stock ; a religious purist and visionary ; 
a martinet in Church morals as opposed to Church cere- 
monials ; a believer in a very exclusive predestination. 
Appointed, long ago, the head of the parent House in 
France, her truculent Calvinism had ended by procuring 
her deportation to this sister branch, where, remote from 
the central interests, she might be permitted to give her 
principles rein. And here she had lived ever since, dis- 
ciplining and tyrannizing over the little community of 
sisters which had gathered to her standard ; earning never a 
new recruit, bnt conducting her original draft by thorny 
ways to election. They were not many that remained at 
this date — a covey of wrinkled old virgins, but clean and 
faithful, I hope, in God's eyes. To think of them all as 
then nearing the grave is a comfort to me. 

And how within this old parterre of immortelles had 
come to be planted tiie Provence rose and Bourbon lily ? I 
shall never know now for certain. The dear and tragic 
mover of that conspiracy is gone silent to her grave. The 
House of Woe is long a house of ruin, its broken and 
blackened walls the sole monument to perished hopes and 
pieties. Ninon herself only knew how, ten years before this 
time, she had been sent by her father to the convent in the 
mountains, on the understanding that the completion of her 
novitiate was to be provisional on the restoration to the 
throne of his ancestors of the rescued hope of France, to 
whom she was to be committed for attenduit and playmate. 
And here she had grown from sweet girl into womanhood, 
debarred the vows so long as a man, though a king, were 
her comrade. The secret was deposited alone with her and 
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Cham and tiie eagle saperiorefls, who indeed, with a mag- 
nificent conrage, had at the first proclaimed for the enfant 
natwd of some nnexisting penitent the slip of royalty 
committed to her charge. 

Whence and why she had acocepted this charge mnst 
remain a mystery. The Grand Monarch had persecuted 
F6nelon9 who persecuted the Jansenists. Perhaps throngh 
the gpreat-great-great-grandson of the Grand Monarch she 
looked, having imbued him with her principles, to recover 
some day her ancient premiership over all the woeful com- 
munity. She never thought of death, I believe, but as a 
voluntary concession to circumstance. 

And the Bourbon lily? Why, reason itself was a 
mystery to this poor boy ; and I was to learn never a thing 
from him but the confirmation of mystery. 

Ah, pathetic ghost I Dost thou know at last ? And is 
it for me, thy son, to betray thee I 

In the mean time — ^for here is all a digression, touch- 
ing on a later knowledge — ^the reverend old harpy stood 
canvassing me with her piercing gaze. 

*' Sir Allan Lois ? " die said at last, her voice grating on 
its rusty strings. 

I bowed. 

" Will you repeat to me the passe-parole ? " 

'* B(mU et valeur^^ I answered at once. 

" Ninon I '* she cried over her shoulder. 

The girl showed herself nervously. It was like a bud 
breaking from a very harsh old stock, to see her thus flower- 
ing by the black robes of the prioress. 

*' Have you any thought to recall madame your friend 
in this gentleman's features ? " 

*' Ah, yes, holy mother 1 *' said Ninon, but in so low a 
voice, and with a bead so drooped, that I could scarce hear 
her. 

Sister Agatha nodded at me, clawing vehemently at the 
stick on which she leaned. 

<< (Test hon^^^ she said : " and monsieur carries honesty in 
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his face. Bat he moBt excnse an old politician for being 
particular as to his credentials." 

An odd mood had come to affect me in this momentous 
pass. I felt quite cool, absolutely master of myself ; but 
with a sort of jaunty exhilaration to temper my seriousness. 

" Ask me what you will, and I will try to convince you," 
I said. 

She sucked in her cheeks, clicking with her lips. 

'* That is good, then. How did you recognize, and make 
yourself known to this girl ? " 

*< In one word, through her father, Cham Broussieur, to 
whom I was directed in Lisbon, and who gave me the 
clew." 

" And this was — when ? " 

*' It was four months ago." 

"Four—?" She lifted her brows. 

"In April, good mother. I have reached here by a 
troubled road. Would you like to hear my story from first 
to last?" 

" But if you wUl," she answered. 

I told it* them, in brief, from the moment of my leaving 
Holland : — ^The Oommission ; the voyage ; the sojourn in 
Lisbon; the march eastwards; my wound; everything 
personal to myself but the falseness of my title ; finally, the 
history, as I Imew it, of the Ohevalier de Yaux, and of his 
attempts to extort a secret from me. The witch-like old 
prioress heard me through all without a word or movement, 
her unwinking eyes, set hard in their withered casing, 
fixed upon my face. But Ninon — ah, Ninon ! One moment 
she would be staring breathless ; another, she would wince 
and shudder, her pure brows contracted, the dove's eyes 
beneath darting flame; another, she would be shnmk 
softly into a comer, her hands clasped on her bosom, the 
tears wetting her cheeks. 

" So, mother, I have eluded him," I ended ; " but God 
knows for how long ! " 

No one spoke for a minute. Then the old woman raised 
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her tense corded hands, with the stick in them, and looked 
upwards. 

** How long ? '* she grated : " Aye, Lord, how long ? 
Art Thou minded to prove Thy chaste daughters at this 
last? Well, the brand is ready, and the sacrifice. Not 
one of these Thy lambs but shall go virgin to the altar. 
Lord, Lord I Thy will be done upon us ! " 

She came to earth with the cry, and was clutching her 
stick again and glaring at me. 

'* You tell us disturbing news, sir ; but, dear Heaven I 
it is well not to live on in a fooFs paradise. In these days 
of anarchy one is apt to presume too much on a litUe 
present immunity from outrage. We up here, under the 
volcano's crest, growing accustomed to the subdued uproar 
below, have learned, perhaps, to disregard its warning. 
But we cannot be overlooked for ever ; and if the hue and 
cry should rise after you and trace you hither " 

She checked herself an instant; then went on 
hurriedly — 

'* Why, it may be afoot even while we speak I I ask 
nothing of your plans, sir. They were, maybe, to lie close 
here until you could open up communications with your 
countrymen. Mais cela n*ira pas^ mamieur. If these 
demons should arrive, there is no safe cover here for you or 
your charge. You must fly with him whither so many 
have flown already — into the shelter of the scarce penetrable 
woods, where you can lie in hiding until the danger is past, 
and until we can communicate again. C!ome, come, and 
I will take you to him. It cannot be too soon ! " 

I hesitated a moment. 

'^ But you and your sisters, mother I " 

She struck her stick on the stone floor. 

''Be tranquil: we will go clean to Ood, I tell yon. 
Never doubt but that I have here the means long stored 
against this dark and wanton chance. We will better the 
Poor Glares of Goimbra, destroying with ourselves those 
who would destroy us. Purest Virgin 1 Think of the 
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accoBed and the witnesses flying ap in one clond to the 
Court of judgment t U the worst comes to the worst, 
monsieur I " 

There was a gloating light of triumph in her faoe. 
« Gome I*' she said again, and turned, beckoning to me 
to follow. 

Ninon, pitiful in the midst of her fear and distraction, 
whispered to me as we went out — 

''But your wound, monsieur I 0, does it pain you 
still ? " 

'' It is nothing,*' I said lightly, and brushed by her, for 
I dreaded her eyes. 

We hurried along many corridors, giving here upon a 
refectory, there upon a row of little plain cells, empty and 
open-doored. A distant bell had tinkled while we talked — 
the call to Angelus — and the sisters had all trooped to the 
chapel. We found them there when we turned presently 
into it : a group, not a dozen in all, of worn and patient 
virgins, with here and there amongst them even yet a trace 
of ancient comeliness. They were prostrate on their knees 
before the altar, and showed in glance or movement no 
consciousness of our passing. A perfume of incense, the 
sombre stained lights falling upon arch and rail, made such 
an atmosphere of peace as it seemed no sacrilege could 
penetrate. Above the altar, rich in gold and colour, was 
a Pifeta — a mother yearning over a dead and blood-drenched 
Christ, her heart exposed and pierced with five swords. 

I half -checked myself here, wondering over our direc- 
tion ; but the vigorous old woman went on, and Ninon and 
I pursued her into a tiny vestry, where an open door in one 
comer gave upon a flight of steps descending into twilight. 
Down we went between stone walls, an involved and 
twisted paaBBge, lighted at intervals by tapers burning in 
sconoeSy and reached at last a vault, where in a furthermost 
recess some barrels were piled to the ceiUng. I pointed to 
these, silently inquiring of the girl. She bent her lips to 
my ears — 

a 
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'^ Hash I they are powder 1 The chapel is above. It 
is well to be prepared. There is one thing which is im- 
possible.*' 

A shock of cold went throngh me. 0, my brothers, 
let never the chastity of women be a jest on your lips I 

Sister Agatha opened a door in the farther end of the 
vaalt, and made a sign to me. We all three entered 
together, and into daylight, which descended from three 
or foar little grated windows set high np under the ceiling. 
They pierced the oater wall on a level with the gronnd 
above, and made a sofficient cheerfalness. The room was 
low and long, and plainly bat comfortably appointed. At 
its farther end Sk portiere concealed a second door, which led, 
as I was immediately to learn, into a passage tannelled 
through the crest of the hiU, whose point of issue was upon 
the further mountain side. It was by this that we were to 
escape and seek the shelter of the woods. 

Immediately upon our entrance a young man had arisen 
from his task of playing solitaire at a round table. He 
held one or two of the little balls still in his hand, and 
tossed them idly as he scanned us. He was stout and 
flabby, with small shifty eyes and a very incipient down upon 
his cheeks. A plain Inrown cloth was his suit, and his thin 
drab hair was pulled back and tied in a little queue at his 
neck. A tiny spaniel, roused by our coming, yapped 
furiously at his heels. 

**Tou8 Us diables!^^ said he, in a slab voice, '^what 
have we here, mother ? Be quiet, Toutou I ^* 

The old lady left him no time to wonder. 

'^My li^e, my liege I" she cried, in a fearful voice. 
'' You must escape into the forest with this gentleman ! 
There is no time to explain, but only to fly I " 

He fell back, sullen in the midst of his quick terror. 

** What has happened ? Who is it ? You are betraying 
mel'* 

"Ah, tnon Dieu! After ten years I" cried the old 
woman. "It is Sir Allan Lois, whom you have long 
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expected. He comes to save yonr Majesty, to carry yon 
away from your enemies, from whom, alas I it may soon be 
beyond my power to protect yon.'* 

He stared from one to the other of ns, half weeping ; 
then tnmed f nrionsly npon the dog, who still barked at his 
feet, and kicked him with stnnning force nnder the table, 
where the poor little wretch lay moaning. 

" Ninon I " he cried, in a voice f nil of frenzied grievance 
and self-pity ; and the girl hnrried to his side, sobbing ont 
words of comfort and assurance. 

*'0h, monseignenr! Teuton is not to blame, nor I, 
nor any. It is that yonr Majesty's wicked enemies, long 
gathering near, threaten at last your place of concealment. 
Go into the woods, I implore yon, with the brave captain, 
who will play there at bandits with yon, until in a little 
while the danger will be past, and you can return." 

At the mention of play, the young king had checked 
his angry tears. 

** With monsieur ? " he said, eyeing me with a certain 
interest. *' I will not go — ^unless, at least, you come also 
with us, Ninon.** 

On the very word, a cry, far and faint as if from the 
chapel above, reached our ears. The women stood as if 
stricken, looking, with white faces, into one another's eyes. 

^^Hushl" muttered the prioress. ''What does it 
mean?" 

A second cry wailed down. She woke at once to an 
eldritch vehemence, and drove upon us, her crutch quiver- 
ing in her hand. 

*' Go I Go at once I My king, I see the sword already 
in thy heart I '* 

He ran from her to the curtain, where he stood, shaking 
all over with terror. 

" Why doesn't he come ? *' he screamed. " Why doesn't 
he come and take me away ? '* 

In a doasen strides I was with him, my hand gripped on 
the hilt of my knife. Ninon, the sob of distraction in her 
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throat, ran hither and thither, and finally to the old woman, 
who was hnrrjing to mount the steps to the chapel. 

" No, no 1 " she cried. " Come away with ns, my 
mother I They wiU kill yon, and I — 0, think of me, my 
mother, for I will not let yon go alone ! '* 

The cries now came down thick and piercing. There 
was a sound of scuffling distinctly audible above. The 
fierce old pythoness turned. Her eyes were like a maniac^s. 
I thought she would have struck the girl with her stick. 
In her fury she launched a cruel word at her. 

'' What art thou, king's plaything, to these my spotless 

lambs? Let me go, I say, or " But Ninon still 

clutched, sobbing, at her robe. 

In a sudden violence I ran, and tearing the poor 
whimpering wretch from her hold, carried her, struggling 
and crying, across the room. The prince, holding aside 
the portikre^ stood, dancing and screeching in a nervous 
agony, at the mouth of a dusk tunnel. Into this I ran, 
driving him before me ; the heavy curtain dropped behind ; 
we were committed to a stumbling race through darkness. 

I could not long sustain my burden. I halted suddenly, 
and panted out — 

" You betray us now, if you return. Will you come 
quietly ? " 

"Yes," she whispered, in a heart-broken voice, and 
then suddenly gasped, and gripped my hand, and hurried 
me on, for our footsteps seemed to be calling up an echo 
behind us. 

We turned a comer — and on the instant, in one 
stupendous nerve-stunning crash, the pursuing echoes fell 
engulphed, and every seam in the rocks of our passage 
became a winking rivulet of fire, and the mountain was 
shaken to its base. 

We staggered, but were not overthrown. " My God t " 
I gasped ; " she has lighted the powder I '* The frantic 
voice of the young king fleeing on ahead directed our 
footsteps. In one moment daylight grew upon us ; in the 
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next we had emerged into it, and stood upon the giddy 
head of a moontain path, to one side of which a precipice 
of sheer cliff went down into the valley. 

We hnddled together, leaning to the rock and fighting 
for breath. Already long films of bine and sickly smoke 
were drawing from the month of the tnnnelwe had quitted. 
I heard Ninon exclaim sharp and high, and I started and 
looked np, and there was De Yanx come upon ns, his drawn 
sword in his hand I 

He was ghastly, and his face all bloody in a grime of 
powder ; but triumph glittered in the wicked power of his 
eyes. Those for one brief instant were fixed greedily over 
my shoulder upon the poor, dumb-stricken countenance of 
the quarry he had hunted down with such inhuman persist^ 
ence. He stole forward. Ninon backed against the rock 
to let him pass. I cried his name, feeling for my knife ; 
but winded, scarce armed as I was, I knew that my time 
was come. He did not utter one word in response, stepping 
like a cat ; and suddenly I saw him grip his sword-hilt for 
the rush. And in that instant Ninon had dropped to her 
knees, seized his ankles, and, with a shriek, ^^Troun de 
Dious t " the old Provensal oath, had torn his feet from 
the ground, and sent him whirling over the precipice. 

A faint receding scream, such as a rocket makes, sang 
down and was lost. I heard a distant thud — another, and 
another ; and then all was silent. The sun shone over the 
valley; a couple of crows circled above our heads, and 
upon the rock lay Ninon, hiding her face from God. 



£10) OF PART III. 



PART IV. 



CHAPTER I. 



Hebb, as I enter npon the final stage of my narrative, I 
feel for the first time the personal chord becoming dominant. 
Never having really convinced myself of my essentiality to 
the context in that fantastic comSdie'larmoyants in which I 
was made to figure, I had walked hitherto through my 
part with a strange sense of aloof oess from the ideals which 
it was intended to represent. The nebulous secrecy, the 
atmosphere of unreality which had always, in prospect as in 
fact, enshrouded the protagonist of the piece, were inimical 
to my faith in his human actuality. Like an earthly 
dreamer, slave to the will of some wild and forceful en- 
chantress, I had accepted, on the merits of my infatuation 
rather than of my conviction, a rok against which my sober 
reason had perhaps otherwise revolted. Steadily, if with 
bewildered brain, I had pursued at command a shadow, 
calling upon it in my di^ lady*s name to materialize. 
Yet I believe I knew all the time in my heart of hearts how 
I was cynical of its power to do so ; and even now, when 
it stood before me a goodly bulk of flesh and blood, I 
was not altogether persuaded, I think, from my sense of its 
unreality. 

Why this was so I can hardly explain. It may have 
derived from a lack rather than an emphasis of qualities in 
it — an absence of some expected hereditary traits. And 
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yet even there, perhaps — the fumes of my enchantment 
still stupefying me — I was nndnly sceptical of the evidence 
of my senses. Certainly the yonng man was helpless, 
childish, capable of cruelty — all characteristics which might 
have been held derivative. One knew, by report at least, 
how the late king would neglect affairs of State in order to 
play at locksmiths with his friend M. Qamain ; how, in 
moments of acute crisis, he would keep everything waiting 
while he joyously satisfied the cravings of his stomach; 
how, when out hunting, he would chuckle to score with his 
whip any interloper crossing his path ; how, once — more 
significantly to the point — he had broken with his heavy 
cane the back of a little toy dog which, in the Tuileries 
garden, had run under his feet, and from which he had 
then louted away, regardless of its screams and those of its 
mistress who stood by. Yet, on the other hand, the royal 
man had never been a poltroon ; and in that respect, at 
least, the dream-child was no son of his father. But then 
again, if he, this .boy king, rescued broken-spirited and 
half-demented from the temple, showed few kingly qualities 
and courage least of all, what was to account for the lack 
but his later education ? Had not Simon, the filthy and 
brutal cobbler, taught him to drink like a patriot, to curse 
like a trooper, to eat like an oaf — ^to acquire, in fact, the 
best distinguishing qualities of a sans-culotte ? And could 
all a subsequent ten years* refinement and coddling influence 
a reason closed fatally and finally upon such lessons ? I 
leave my readers to judge. For myself, all reverence for 
my dear mother, all my faith in her faith notwithstanding, 
an eternal unreality enshrouds that pathetic figure. I 
served then, as I serve at this day in memory, a dream 
king, one whom I went to rescue from a Castle in Spain. 

But now, for whatever he was worth, my responsibilities 
to him, and, infinitely more humanly, to the young nurse 
of his destinies, were become .instant and practical. These 
two waifs of fire were thrown uncompromisingly upon my 
hands. Those must stiffen to their task of guidance and 
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protection. Henceforth I most be man and leader, with 
all the strength of my arm, all the resourceB of my brain 
devoted to the task before me. 

Confonnded, in that first appalling reaction from the 
strain of a recent terror, we dwelt for some blank minates 
quite unnerved on the high rock whither we had been cast. 
I could not doubt that the fearful old woman, whether 
justified or not by circumstance, had realized upon her threat. 
The House of Woe, with all its inmates, was blown to the 
Judgment Seat. Yet, for the moment, that, the greater 
tragedy, was absorbed in the lesser. I stood quite shocked, 
stunned, and finally incredulous in the sense of it. That 
he, that ineffable sleuth-hound, our persistent, remorseless, 
and inhuman enemy, could have fallen so easily and by a 
girPs trick I could have been blotted out in a flash, with 
all his qualities of craft and humour instant to his aid ! I 
could not believe it ; but stood staring at the roek-edge, in 
fearful expectation of his face, deadly and triumphant, 
rising above it to confront me with an immortality of hate. 

So some minutes passed, and suddenly I drew a deep 
sigh, and, drawing my knife, stepped gingerly to the verge. 
Then, indeed, I must be convinced, for the cliff went down 
like the side of a house, plunging at a reeling depth into a 
mist of rocks and trees. I had only a glimpse, for my brain 
swerved at the sight, and if I had not fallen back I should 
like enough have toppled over myself. But it had been 
sufficient to help me to reason again ; and so, quit of a 
mad superstitious fear, I was at last able to bring my wits 
to consider the situation. 

That was desperate enough, in good truth. Refuge, 
any side of the hill other than that we were cast on, was 
not to be thought of. Even if the whole of a chase, such 
as, presumably, De Yaux had led to the convent, had been 
involved in that vast catastrophe, the thunder of it would 
most certainly brmg reserves post-hasting from the town 
across the valley to overrun every stock and stone in search 
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of evidence dead or liying. Moreover, it was conceivable 
that some, actually present, had survived the disaster. The 
upshot was that we must be gone, and without a moment^s 
delay. 

I hurriedly took in the prospect before and beneath me. 
The path descended steeply into an illimitable valley, which 
was choked with forest upon forest, and littered in its few 
open parts with a ruck of boulders. North, at some ten 
miles distance, ran a range of mountains, with yet a further, 
the Sierra de Gredos, heaving their white caps over the 
others^ shoulders. It was all wild and inhospitable to a 
d^ree, yet that way only safety lay for us. 

I turned to conmiand our fi^ht. The young king stood, 
with a little colour come back to his face and a strange 
look on it, as if he were eager to applaud and defer to me 
in one. 

" 0, monsieur, that was well done, was it not ? '* he 
whispered. '' Did you hear him bump ? And shall we go 
home, now he is got rid of ? '* 

I pointed to the cavern mouth, whence by this time 
huge pillows of smoke were bellying out into the air and 
threatening to engulf us. 

'* There is no home left that way, sir ; and, if there were, 
your enemies would possess it. We must make for the 
woods." 

" Aliens done ! " he said, to my surprise, with some 
readiness. *'We will go and be real brigands, will wc 
not ? " 

I bent over the girl, who still lay face downwards. 

" Ninon," I cried, '' it is no time for useless lamentations. 
You must get up and come I " 

She did not answer or move. 

" Do you hear ? " I said. " Every moment we stop 
here risks our discovery." 

^* Leave me, then " she muttered. '^ I am a murderess. 
I am not fit to look on the sun. God will find and punish 
me by-and-by." 
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" It is not God I fear for you I '* I cried. " There are 
things worse than death. This is no heroism like the other. 
We owe yon all onr lives. Are yon wicked, or a fool, to 
think we conld abandon yon to such a fate ? '* 

« What is that to yon ? '* she said. " It is not I, but 
his Majesty, that yon come to save. I shonld only be in 
yonr way." 

" Very well," I said, " there is no nse argning with a 
mnle. I mnst drag yon with ns, in spite of my wonnd and 
the danger, if yon will not come volnntarily." 

Still she made no movement, and I was setting my teeth 
in a fnry to act, when Lonis threw himself on his knees 
beside her, and stmck her angrily on the shonlders. 

'' Yon do not think of me at all, little beast ! " he cried. 
" Ton think only of yonrself . And yon will lie here, and 
they will trace ns throngh yon, and when they pnt an axe 
to my neck yon will be sorry." 

At that she rose inmiediately, her eyes all wild and wet, 
and came with ns, stnmbling like one in a grieving trance. 
I was hot and indignant. I signed to her to follow, and, 
leading the king, went on before. Slowly we made onr 
way down the declivity, hidden by the pall of smoke from 
any espial above, if snch, indeed, there were. The path 
descended, winding giddily, amongst rocks and ilex bnshcs. 
As more and more the cliff rose towering above ns, I took 
to watching apprehensively for some token of a presence I 
dreaded. And at length I observed it, hnddled and twisted, 
half hidden npon a ledge of rock near the foot of the preci- 
pice, a thing indescribably mangled and beaten ont of all 
semblance to life. 

On the instant, fearfnl that other eyes than mine might 
discover it, I turned, and bade the girl sharply to hasten her 
footsteps. She obeyed without a word, but with a little 
show of half -propitiating fear. A few minutes later we were 
entered into the first of the forest, and I breathed again. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Though I had seen him lying there, I could not even now 
realize that my enemy was dead — that his long haunting 
pursuit of me must be for ever and for ever stayed. Men, 
the haters of his race, hearing by-and-by of his body on 
the rock, would come to the forest edge, and, with a b^tial 
exultation, make a target for their bullets of the shattered 
carrion. Though they riddled that like a sieve, it made no 
difference to me. For weeks afterwards I would hear his 
drawling voice borne behind me on the gale ; would start 
to distinguish his high laugh in the windy cough of crows ; 
would catch glimpses of his gaunt careless figure in far 
vistas of the forest, or, closer, measuring its height against 
a silver sapling, and resolving itself, face and all as I 
approached, into some grotesquerie of bark. I missed him, 
even, fantastic as it may appear, as one might miss a political 
adversary whose skill had kept one*s wits alert. The game 
was become lop-sided without him. It was thus his ghost 
avenged him on me. 

In the mean time the savage forest had received and 
obliterated us, and in so far as its fathomless deeps were 
concerned we were sunk for the present beyond discovery. 
Yet even so, without food, or compass, or objective, our sole 
respite, it seemed, was to a little easier breathing. We had 
but escaped Talos for the labyrinth ; had found a refuge 
but to be lost and starved and perhaps devoured in it. This 
was a very awful sanctuary, and my first thoughts were like 
a weight of thunder on my brain. I entered it amazed, the 
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others following, and for long we trod its glooms in silence. 
Then suddenly I heard an eager whisper at my elbow — 

'' Monsienr, tell me what the crown is like. Have yon 
ever seen it ? " 

I halted so quickly that the boy stumbled against me ; 
and then he fell back, giggling foolishly. But I set my face 
as grim as death to him. 

'' This is no time or place to talk of crowns, sir,*' I said. 

He stood staring at me. He was a flaccid, home-kept 
young man, a poor growth of royalty forced sickly in a 
cellar, and from the way his jaw hung I could see that the 
little speed we had made had already winded him. 

" What t " he answered. " Isn't it true that you have 
come to fetch me to be King of France ? " 

My heart seemed to rise and drop in an instant ap- 
preciation of the uature of the task before me. 

** By God's providence," I said. " Only, sir, the road is 
long and rough and set with dangers, and if we are not 
circumspect we shall never reach the end." 

He still stared at me, then turned quickly, and threw 
himself upon Ninon. 

" I only wanted to know," he grieved, " if it was as fine 
as Maria Dolores' I And I am tired, and the forest frightens 



me." 



The girl did not look my way. But I could see how a 
custom of sympathy and compassion came now to the help 
of her stunned womanhood. 

" Hush I " she said. " Sit down with me here, and rest 
your head upon my shoulder, and I will sing to you, poor 
homeless one." 

A gush of tears came to her relief. He clung to her, as 
they rested together upon a boulder, and I stood frowning 
gloomily down, with an inexplicable grievance in my heart 
against him, against her, against my own sense of isolation 
in what should surely have been a little oonmiunity of 
qrmpadiies. Tet from that I knew myself to be inalienably 
ezdoded. A shadow of some shapeless antagonism had 
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arisen between me and the girl ; a spirit of that indefinable 
offence which is bom of shadowy innuendo, and which 
springs np in a moment, fall of bitterness like a toadstool, 
to fatten in a rotting silence. 

Snch ghosts have their genesis in a brooding conscience. 
I may have feigned to justify to myself my part in the 
involdng of this one in a natural resentment against the 
deafness with which my personal and most moving appeal, 
until backed by her royal witling, had been received by 
Ninon. I may have feigned, I say, and all the time it 
was a pretext. For did I not know how these two had 
enjoyed, or suffered, for ten years a close eloquent com- 
radeship ? and was it to be expected that their intimacy 
would accept me in a moment for lord of its counsels? 
Must I not admit, moreover, the likelihood of the girPs 
sensitive loyalty recognizing and resenting in me, a certain 
revulsion of feeling, a vague suggestion of disillusionment, 
which, since my first introduction to her charge, I luul found 
it difficult to disguise ? And was she less justified in her 
faith than I in my scepticism ? If I had looked to alight 
on a Phoenix Prince, fiuttering to reascend bright feathered 
and witted from those ashes of his sacrificial altar in the 
Temple, 0, surely, the folly was mine ! 0, surely, more 
germane to the tragic wreck of things was this poor stomded 
derelict with the shattered lily on its front. 

No ; let me acknowledge the truth, and have done with 
it. At the heart of all pretext was this sure conviction, 
that Ninon had at the first penetrated my disguise, and 
recognized me for myself. I would not confess to myself 
what this meant : to her, the white soul of candour, so 
gathered into the toils of an imposture ; to me, as honest 
by nature, so cast for a lying part. And the shame and 
bitterness, and yet the strange sweetness of her recognition, 
were the shadow. Cham had accepted me without sus- 
picion ; but Ninon I it was another matter ; and the know- 
ledge of her knowledge of me was the shadow. 

And what then ? '' After the fire, the still small voice ! " 
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She had been nnrse and comrade to me before ever this, 
my coetanean, the baby for whom the cannon had roared at 
Versailles while I was beiag smuggled oat of the light in 
ArleSy had come to claim and engross her. And what then ? 
Why jealonsy, then. I wiU say no more ; but, confessing 
this, will admit how the shadow may have affected my view 
of my royal rival's pretensions. And then one day, bat a 
little step on, it was gone ; and shame, pity, scepticism, were 
absorbed in a last knowledge, a last emotion, the most 
wonderfol of all. 

We had halted in an enormous ravine, fall of dark 
thnnderHSitrewn hollows, and thronged with leafless trunks, 
like piers, to support the high roof of forest. Beneath, 
squatted about a tumbled wreck of boulders, were many 
dwarfish trees, writhed and hump-shouldered and monstrous 
in shape, like petrified toads. And as like devilfish, stricken 
to stone, were the aloes which, stark and thorny, were 
anchored in every rift. It was an antediluvian mise m 
seine. The very air, palpitating heavily between twilight 
and gloom, as, above, the huge clouds rolled over the face 
of the sun, seemed as if no mortal lungs had breathed to 
refine it since first, in its slumber, it had sunk to embrace 
the land and fatten it with vegetation. Sitting there, we 
seemed to breathe in and exhale eclipse, but never so as to 
disburden our spirits of their oppression. And suddenly, in 
a soft, agonized voice, Ninon was singing a little low hymn 
to Marie VitoUe du cid^ the light in the wilderness. 

I hushed her sternly, and at once. 

<* You must not I It will not do 1 Do you realize who 
hide in these woods — ^who may be watching us now ? If you 
want to call upon the Queen of Heaven, call upon her in 
Spanish.** 

She gave me just one glance between fear and reproach. 

*'He understands scarce a word of it. How can I 
comfort him, minister to him, but in the language of our 
hearts ? " 
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" Why, like lovers," I said grimly, " who do not want 
the world taken into their confidences.'* 

I looked steadfastly abont me for a minate, then went 
snddenly and, kneeling, raised the poor prince's hand to my 
lips and kissed it. 

" This, sire," I said, '* for the king." 

I got to my feet immediately, with a strange sense of 
relief, as from the despatch of some nnwelcome formula. 

'* And here," I said, '^ my pledge given, the king mnst 
cease for the present." 

He clung closer to his comrade, looking at her with 
frightened eyes. But she held and soothed him, bidding 
him confide himself to my directions. 

'' Only tell ns, sefior," she said, '^ what we are to do." 

'^ First," I answered, ^^ to part with yourselves. Is that 
too difficult ? " 

'^ Not, perhaps," she murmured, *^ with you, seSlor, for 
teacher." 

A little shock went through me, and then a coldness, 
Ninon still addressed herself to her companion. 

" Very well," I said. " Then I, whose presence here is 
the best pledge of my sincerity, accept the office. We 
stand at this moment homeless— cast adrift in the midst of 
enemies, in the thick of dangers. There is no one in the 
world who, so circumstanced, could win a vagrant king, 
proclaimed as such, to safety. Spain, it is certain, would 
respect no ruler, right or wrong, of the race which persecutes 
it. To be French is the unpardonable crime. To— " 

With the very word on my lips came the slam of a shot 
hard by, and a bullet ricochetted on a boulder and spun 
whirring away. The boy screamed and fell against his 
comrade. I saw dark faces sprinkled here and there among 
the rocks at short distance, and I leapt upon a stone and 
tore my cloak aside, and shouted, '* Inglese I Inglese I " 
with all my lungs. 

The cry brought ;a pause, and then armed men, like 
Thebans, from the ground. These, a dozen of them, 
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converged upon and, in an instant, had snrronnded ns. They 
were gnerrilleros — refugees, probably, from Talavera — des- 
perate gentlemen all. One (he was in his shirt-sleeves and 
a cloak, with the usual bandaged head), who held, or 
assumed, the leadership, approached and examined my uni- 
form in the midst of a deadly silence. 

" English I *' he said, tapping a button of my coat. '' It 
was our mistake, sir I '* 

"I admit it, with the best grace in the world,*' I 
answered. 

Not a muscle of his face was moved to humour, as he 
pointed to my companions, saying — 

" And these ? " 

*' Waifs,*' I said ; ^' sole salvage, seSlor, from the shattered 
ark up yonder." 

'* Ah I " His dark injected eyes seemed to crack into 
little veins of blood. He showed hiscigaretto-stained teeth. 
" You were there ? You have escaped ? And why ? And 
who are you ? " 

Before I could shape a reply, he had turned upon my 
dumb-stricken companions with another exclamation. 

'' Wait I " he cried. '^ Have I not seen this one serving 
Mass ? It is iht piom fictimy is it not — the unappropriated 
foundling of the chaste sisterhood ? " 

I gasped. Did the man's words imply any knowledge of 
the truth ? No, it appeared ; nothing but an inf amotiB 
pleasantry. He saw confirmation of his surmise, I suppose, 
in Ninon's face. 

^' It is not in nature, is it," said he, conning the boy 
with an ^expressionless diversion, " to favour a spiritual 
mother— or grandmother ? Yet — Tocado / There is scHoe- 
thing of the old lady's expression, after all. And what did 
they call you in the convent, my little waif ? " 

The prince was stupid from fright. I was on the point 
of answering for him at random, when Ninon, with a little 
flutter of the voice, forestalled me. 

" He is called Don Teodoro, sefior." 
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The guerrillero nodded gravely. 

" Gift of God," said he. " Well, they were all virgins, 
it is true." He addressed Ninon : *' 8u sincera admiradora^ 
se^riia. And by what name and office are we to recognize 
your ladyship ? " 

I hartened to intervene, fearful that the girl's invention 
— if invention it had been — ^might compromise itself at the 
second test. 

'' I take the answer upon myself, sefior," I said : ** the 
office of charity — ^the office of nurse and ministrant to the 
wounded and friendless. This is Gatalina (I seized upon 
the first name which occurred to me), lay-sister to the House 
of Woe, and to all poor fugitives who sought its shelter." 

He stared at her with some interest. He was a moist 
and thick-bodied creature, and to propitiate him was some- 
how a nauseous, if a necessary task. 

'^ Well," said he at length, turning, as it were peevishly^ 
from a greedy discussion of the warmth which had suddenly 
fired the girPs pale cheeks — ** well, it only remains for you 
to explain yourself, sir." 

I was quite ready. I described, in a word, my wound ; 
my detention in Talavera ; my escape (a little antedated) to 
the convent ; my sojourn there, indefinitely specified, in the 
underground chamber ; the pursuit ; the alarm ; our flight, 
under the directions of the mother superioress ; her simul- 
taneous firing of the mine ; finally, our near capture by a 
French chasseur, whom good fortune, nevertheless, had 
enabled us to pitch over the precipice, at whose foot his 
body now lay. 

I reeled it all out glibly, pretty confident of the effect. 
What, then, was my astonishment when my gentleman, 
falling back with a quiet string of curses, as formal as a 
papal ezconmiunication, told me that he did not believe a 
word of it. 

'* Tu eras Francis I " he said, quite unruffled in tone ; 
" a French spy in an English dress I Dog I Here is my 
answer I " 
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And deuce take me if with the word he didn't snap his 
musket in my face I Luckily, his was the piece which had 
abeady been discharged, and the hanmier fell harmless. I 
stood too astounded for speech or act. Ninon rose with a 
gasp of terror. I think, of her intuition, she read in a 
moment the true purport of this profligate attack. Not 
France but beauty had one defender too many in this 
ruffian's eyes. 

Starting and muttering over his failure, he had clubbed 
his musket in a fury to finish me, when an interruption 
occurred. A late arrival — a tall, lean-cheeked gravity, with 
sombre eyes, of the true Gastilian fire — pushed his way into 
and through the group, and, folding his arms, stood in front 
to cover me. 

<^ Well ? *' said he, with the most absolute sang-froid. 

The rufSan grounded his weapon, glaring, and still 
spitting out soft oaths. 

*' CabaUero, the convent has been blown up by French 
devils, and here we have caught one of them." 

'' How dost thou know that, Bibero ? '' 

<< The maid there was singing in their cursed lingo when 
we came on them." 

I would not look at Ninon, though I knew she was 
praying to me with her eyes. 

<< Well ? '* said the new-comer, as calmly as before. 

And " Well ? " sneered the other. 

'* I will answer thee, Bibero, but not well again," said 
the majestic stranger. '* Not this the liar, but thou — ^thou I 
Ah, you may snort at me, man I But know that, standing 
quietly yonder, I have heard all." 

The brigand laughed, and, seeming suddenly to recover 
himself, lounged coolly with an arm akimbo over the muzzle 
of his piece. 

'< What lie did I utter, Don Baphael ? " said he. 

'' The worst of all, Judas," answered the other — '' the 
denial of one of our country's saviours." 

" He is a French spy." 
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'^ He is an English ofSicer, whom I myself saw lying 
wonnded in the house of Pablo el Toro, whither I accom- 
panied a friend." 

At that the whole group of guerrilleros, which had 
hitherto stood passive and attentive, stirred, and broke 
out into sober vivats. 

'* Don Raphael vouches for him I It is enough I We 
take the English hero to our hearts I " 

Bibero, looking round at them, laughed again coolly. 

" My mistake," said he. " Soy su servidor^ Cahdlero ! *' 
— and he swept off his greasy hat to me with a most mock- 
ing bow. 

'^ Yet," he said, '* I would fain know what there was in 
the little French song to call for hand-kissing." 

I felt on the instant the necessity of some inspired false- 
hood, and, with a step apart, invited the two Spaniards to 
hear me. 

V," Gentlemen," I said low, the perspiration on my fore- 
head, '*it is explained in a word. The poor natural 
yonder " 

I paused interrogatively. 

'^ Sin dvda — certainly, sefior," responded Don Raphael. 
"We know of him — Don Teodoro — the good sisters' 

" But perhaps you do not know his story ? " 

He shook his head. 

" Well," I said, " here it is, as, in a stressful confidence, 
I learned it of the Mother Agatha. He is a love-child of 
the true Asturian blood, and early, for shame's sake, made 
a foundling of the parent House of Woe. From France, 
when the troubles came, he was transferred hither ; but, 
alas ! divorced from the little wits he once possessed. The 
terror, the excitement had demented him. It is his fixed 
idea that he is the lawful heir to the French throne. Dios 
santissimOf gentlemen I We hear of worse cases than his — 
men who personate the Deity Himself. There is no pacify- 
ing him but by acceptance.^So the good Mother warned 
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me when, foreseeing the worst, she this morning hnrriedly 
and in great agitation committed to my hands the preser- 
vation of him and of the faithful sister who, daring all his 
sojourn in Castille, has been his unwearying nurse and 
companion. Catalina, gentlemen, can often only control 
him through the language he best remembers. Judge if on 
the present occasion, when all the horrors of a past ex- 
perience seemed reneimg to him, it was easy or not to 
convince him, by reason, of the necessity of continued 
flight. When you came upon us, we were trying to induce 
him to a further effort towards escape by the only means at 
our command — ^the fable of his necessity to France." 

I drew myself up, my lips trembling. Was I a great 
liar, a great flunkey, sacrificing my conscience to my office ? 
It is not easy to serve kings and be neither. Yet, in all 
the peril, I will say, I felt some illness of shame over my 
own versatility. 

Don Raphael, listening gravely, bowed as I ended. The 
other, standing with a stark smile, neither spoke nor moved. 

<' It is enough,** said the former. *' On behalf of all 
here, sir, I must deplore the recklessness which, but for an 
accident, would have entailed upon us a dreadful heritage 
of remorse. On behalf of all, I offer you our help, our 
sympathy, our gratitude, and, so long as you will share it, 
this poor asylum of the woods.*' 

He was answered by soft acclamations ; and, bowing 
again, he begged me to invite my companions to such 
shelter and refreshment as the unhappy guerrillero could 
command. I thanked him and obeyed. As I bent to help 
the king from his stone — 

" Catalina ! " I whispered in Ninon's ear — " that is your 
name — say little, and leave all to me I ** 

I had cooked the truth so discreetly that I had little 
fear at the moment of her conmiitting herself. She came 
quietly, leading her speechless charge by the liand, and, 
most of the party following, we moved onwards into solemn 
and more solemn deeps of woodland. Only Bibero and one 
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or two others took the opposite path, intent on glutting 
their hate on the dead body of the chassem*. We heard 
their distant shots behind ns by-and-bj. 

As we advanced, Don Raphael most courteously ques- 
tioned me as to the details of our escape and our plans for 
the future. He was a noble gentleman, no hidalgo, a 
Castilian of the bluest, and, as I was to learn, of patriarchal 
influence with these sombre outcasts of the woods. He 
exclaimed when I professed it my intention to turn the left 
heel of the range before us, and work my way down south- 
westwards till I reached the navigable river, and by way of 
it Portugal. 

^* Impossible I And with these your helpless charges ? 
Soult and Massena stretch their legions across your path. 
You could not drive a goat between. Believe me, Don 
Allan, your less desperate chance will be to push northwards 
to the sea." 

** 0, Caballero I A hundred leagues, and mountain 
and forest such as this and worse, and all the human 
dangers beside I ** 

'* It will be your less desperate chance,'' he repeated, 
with only his unshaken urbanity for my rebuke ; and I 
ventured upon no further protest. 

Denser grew the forest about us, so menacing, so little 
penetrable, so teeming with a horror of the silent hate that 
peopled it, I wondered no longer over the inaccessibility 
of such guerrilla fastnesses to machine-made troops. Like 
weasels in grass, the band of brigands, worming itself 
through the serried bush, followed noiseless in our tracks. 
Near, at our heels, I heard the soft, wearied panting of the 
girl and of that poor goaded fugitive, whom henceforth we 
are to know for Theodore, the love-child, the ironic gift of 
God. I dared not look round, dreading his collapse. And 
then at last, when endurance, moral and physical, seemed 
stretched for him to the snapping-point, light grew upon us 
so swift in that massed verdure that, almost before we had 
realized it, we were emerged into a very reservoir of day. 



262 A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 

It was most wonderful, most beantif ol : a great amphi- 
theatre, scooped, as it were, ont of the forest to hold the 
living sunshine. Its floor was paved with greenest tnrf ; 
all round, save in the segment which faced us, its walls were 
built compact of trees. But opposite, buttressed by a single 
massive trunk, rose a little cliff of rock, whose eaves, at a 
height of seven or so yards, dropped a musical rain of water 
into a basin at the foot, whence a tiny stream ran laughing 
westwards into the forest. 

We stopped entranced a moment ; then, with a little 
echo of laughter as full with a sound of tears, we ran to 
the water-side, and kneeling bathed our hot faces and 
hotter throats in the darling brook. 

'^ Qui agradable sorpresa ! '* said Don Raphael, looking 
on with a kindly gratification. '* Drink I We are at 
home I " 

Presently we rose, obedient to his invitation, and, at a 
sign, followed him, leaving the rest of the party stretched 
at ease about the sward by the water. He led us to the 
great trunk, to its side that faced the rock, and here 
another surprise awaited us. The tree was nothing but a 
shell [of lingering life, with a natural doorway at its foot 
through which we stooped, one by one, to find ourselves in 
a tiny chamber, dark and redolent of decay. 

Our guide whistled, motioning us back from him. In 
a moment, with a soft sound of gliding, something descended 
from the glooms above, and dumped itself in the rotten 
touchwood of the floor. 

*' La escdlera — the stairway,*' said Don Raphael ; and, 
fumbling in the darkness, we followed him up a ladder which 
had thus mysteriously b^n lowered to us from a rift, as it 
appeared, in the rock, that communicated with a second 
opening higher up in the tree. Still, as we ascended, all 
was darkness and thick silence, save for the sound of our 
own shuffling and of the tired whimpering of the prince as 
he mounted between Ninon and me. Then suddenly came 
a little filter of light through green ; and, reaching it, the 
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hand of our conductor was stretched to guide us one by one 
into a tunnel full of strange twilight and the sound of water 
garrulous over stones. Up an inclined plane of rock we 
went — the inner slope of a little hQl which, it seemed, bulged 
here from the thick of the forest like a wen in hair — and 
then in a moment the hot sun with a lash of fire had taken 
us in the face, and we were emerged, through an opening 
in the rock-head, upon a barren plateau or basin, over 
which a number of little wattled tenements were scattered. 
I stood fairly amazed. This monticle, it appeared, was 
only the first of an ascending scale of steps to the peaks 
which closed the north ; yet its elevation was enough to 
command a stupendous prospect of mountain and forest. 
Muffled up to its bald crown in verdure, the position was 
impregnable, formidable — a fastness meet to the desperate 
spirits that held it. A few of them were here, lounging in 
the sun — swarthy, black-eyed, heavy-lidded brigands, with 
shaven foreheads, and hair clumped at the back into catogans. 
Every one wore his sombrero tilted over one eye, and 
adorned with a cock's feather and a twist of red cord. In 
every one the chest and right shoulder left bare were burnt 
to a furious tan. Their short leathern breeches, open at 
the knee, their moccasins and Spanish sandals, their piratical 
sashes and little operatic jajti^^^, were as characteristically 
in keeping with the place and occasion as I and my fellow- 
gentles were foreign to them. Nor less appropriate to the 
' picture was a group of chattering girls, who, with suspended 
laughter and white teeth gleaming, watched our advent 
from the shade of one of the huts. 

As Don Raphael advanced stately, all — men and women 
— rose to their feet. 

'* Ho I listen to me I '' he said in a loud voice. *' I 
bring ye one, a fugitive, of our English brothers ! Do him 
and his honour ! ^ 
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CHAPTER III. 

The strange day was over, and the stranger night had 
fallen. I lay in the open air, against the wall of the little 
wattled shelter which had been placed at the service of our 
party. Within, separated only by a screen, slept Ninon 
and the fever-wearied prince. To this arrangement I had 
been fain to consent, so scared had been his Majesty over 
the prospect of having me alone for his chamber-fellow. 
He was subject to dreams, to night-terrors, when his heart 
would seem to check it49elf , and then to rally and race on 
like a dock which had dropped its pendulum. The sound of 
it would become the sound of feet in his ears ; pursuing 
feet, vicious and deadly, that always gained on him, were 
always about to couple him, with their long red chain of 
prints, to some shapeless, blood-slobbering Moloch in the 
background. Then, if Ninon were not by, he would surely 
die of horror. And so, as at the convent like a faithful 
squire she had slept across his door, she would claim here, 
out of the desperation of her pity, to be his squire still. 
And that, too — so exasperatingly unselfconscious was her 
honesty — in the very white teeth of the camp hussies, who 
had wanted to appropriate her to their quarters, and who, 
in default, did not fail, you may be sure, to make them- 
selves hugely merry over the slyness of the little sainte- 
fwtouche. 

Well, what did it matter to me, the disillusioned and 
passionless misogynist ? My charge was not this girl's 
reputation, which was no doubt, with the rest of her, entirely 
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at the service of Monsienr Bonte et Yalear. She had heard 
herself called his '^ plaything," and had not resented it. 

I sprang np widi the thought, as if it had wonnded tne 
rather than her. Why, in God's name, should she dwell so 
in my mind, and in that eternal atmosphere of offence? 
She was not guilty, I believed, save in a criminal disregard 
for appearances. But — ^but neither was this conspiracy 
made subject to the scruples of a devote ! If she knew me, 
I knew myself better, my reasons and my obligations. I 
would not for ever make my moral submission to the 
implied reproach in her eyes. She must be relq;ated to 
her proper place, the humblest, in this our triad of wander- 
ing destinies. More — she must be dismissed from it; 
provided for and left behind. How could I, weighted with 
this incubus in a soutane, win clear with my prize ? 

I was so hot, so furious, one might have thought her 
every word and act had been designed to defy my authority. 
Tet, in truth, she had been humble and obedient to a 
degree ; being honest, had accepted the lie that I was, on 
the strength of the truth that I had been ; being meek, 
had taken life to save the lives of those she loved or had 
loved. 

In the soft sand I set to pacing to and fro, unable to 
sleep, the anarchy of my thoughts repelling the sweet 
drugging influence of the night. Yet the scene about me 
was most wondrous, most peaceful. A virgin snow of 
moonlight was on the hills. The vast mystic sea of forest 
beneath and around me slumbered without a pulsation ; 
melted, under the busy quiet of the stars, into spectral 
remotenesses of frosted green ; gave up no voice but, some- 
times, hollow and sudden, the bark of a wolf. Nearer, on 
the plateau, the little huts, grown phantoms of themselves, 
seemed precipitated into pools of shadow, which, squat and 
foreshortened, made the only sharp contrasts of tone in the 
whole of a dissolving world. 

Gradually, however, the boundless silence and mystery 
seized upon and persuaded me out of myself. I became as 
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a thing disembodied, walking in remote altitudes of abstrac- 
tion. That eternal sense of my mission's unreality returned 
reinforced) until it stood to me for the very symbol of Time 
in Space. What an illusion within an illusion was our 
earth, to fade thus under a touch of moonlight I Why, 
with the right spirit, one might hold a candle to the sun 
and see all day vanish. Time, wherever one might check 
its career, was always the mid-point between two eternities — 
a treadmill on which one feigned progress without making 
it. Would it not be the wise thing, the moment one 
realized this, to stop, and be hurled down and crushed 
among the machinery ? Would it not be the wise thing, 
the moment one realized how mankind was of two inexor- 
able classes — ^passengers, who drove on with their backs to 
the horses ; asses, fate-bestridden, who raced on with the 
carrot of achievement dangled before their noses — to laugh, 
and call a halt, and cease ? 

I stopped, as if the question had actually been put to 
me. This vast and unsubstantial serenity I It had cost so 
little to emerge from it ; it must cost so little to return ! 
Midway, fearful of my responsibilities, doubtful of my 
path, I stood among thorns and rocks. What to tempt me 
further, then ? 

I had paused near the door of our shelter, when some- 
thing, a sound from within, caught my attention. I 
listened, scarce breathing. 

Oh, Nominui Umbrae Unknown Ood of the Latins, whose 
nameless name old Buckley, that odd saturnine preceptor of 
mine in the far-off days, had taught me to recognize and 
ponder I Oh, Unknown Ood, what to tempt me I I listened, 
scarce breathing ; and, '* Ninon ! '' I whispered suddenly. 

I was not answered. With a thickness in my throat, 
I entered, and stopped once more. By the reflected light 
I could see her, flung face downwards upon a mat. She 
was very quiet, bearing me ; but I knew that she too was 
awake. After a moment I stole forward on tiptoe, and 
dropped on one knee beside her. 
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^' Ninon!" I whispered again; and, as she still was 
silent, " What is it ? Are you too tired to sleep ? " 

She moved her head very slightly, as if in pain. 

'* What does it matter ? Ton must not stay with me — 
you must not — you must not. Hush! You will rouse 
him. He is over-tried, over-tired ; and he is the only 
thing left me to love and serve.'^ 

" You will not serve him by wakefulness, by brooding. 
What is done is done." 

She turned and sat up, irresistibly moved, averting her 
face from me, dragging at her tumbled hair to shroud it 
further from my sight. 

** ! " she moaned, with a gasp of very despair ; ** will 
God ever forgive me ? " 

''As he forgave Jael, Ninon, when she struck for His 
anointed.'* 

'' Jael was not a virgin. She was not vowed to gentle- 
ness and submission ! *' 

" And were you so vowed ? " 

'' In all but the i^ords. And they were to have been 
spoken — 0, they were ; and now they can never be ! " 

'' And who was to have dictated them ? The shep- 
herdess — ^the old shepherdess, Ninon, who, to save her 
flock from the wolves, did not hesitate at the last to make 
a holocaust of all ? " 

She bowed her head, rocking and weeping. 

''She could do these things. She was a saint. And 

she went with them to testify. But I 1 Ah ! though 

she called me his plaything, what would that little slander 
of a daughter weigh against all her long services ? " 

Though my heart was dark, my lips smiled. She was 
woman still, this novice. I turned to an easier position, 
sitting, and hugging my knees. The sense of realities had 
found me again. 

" Listen, girl," I said. " This is all cruel bad logic. 
The Mother, Ood rest her, took the short way to save her 
flock from abuse. And did not you the same with your 
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one lamb ? Only circnmstance altered the means. Heaven 
was their asylum, the good safe earth is ours ; and yonr act» 
like hers, opened the way to it. What if yon had not 
strack? We, Sefior Teodoro and I, shonld be lying in 
Monsieur de Yaux's place at the foot of the precipice, that 
is all ; and you — why, poor fool, yon would likely be even 
less qualified than you think yourself now to take the vows 
you covet." 

She may have been moved by my words : she did not 
cry so much. But still a woman, while hope remains, does 
not yield her passion to logic. Besides, no doubt, I spoke 
brutally. 

"The vows I" she echoed, sighing. "What would 
they be worth from one so faithless to her trust ? *' 

She was sliding off at a tangent, and I knew it, and the 
knowledge made me harden to her again. 

"That is a morbid perversity," I said. "Or do you 
mean to insinuate something ? You have played your part, 
and heroically, I tell you. For the rest, you can leave the 
issue to me, the accredited agent. You need not question 
why or how." 

" I must not question," she murmured. 

" No," I said angrily ; " even though wounds and self- 
sacrifice, and an obvious devotion to a cause, which is yours 
also, count as nothing with you. But I am afraid there 
is less of fine scruple here than of feminine inqdisi- 
tiveness." 

The taunt came irresistibly, wrung perhaps from a 
goaded conscience. She started, and seemed for a moment 
as if about to retort, but did not, though she had left off 
crying. 

"Let us have an end of this," I said. "You have 
been overwrought, and no wonder. But now I take up 
the task, and you can rest, consigning it to me with an 
easy conscience. Well, what next — for you, I mean ? " 

"A life of prayer and fasting and atonement," she 
answered, in the smallest of voices, but clear and thrilling. 
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" if God will help me — ^if He will let me— in some asylum 
where I can deanse me of my grievooB sId.*' 

''There must be such, in the mountains, even about 
here,'' I said. '* I wfll ask Don Raphael/' 

She seemed to hear me astonished ; then in an instant 
had faced round, a look of terror in her drowned eyes. 

'' Ton mean to leave me ! Not to let me go with you — 
with him ? " 

I could have sworn. 

" Why, what did you yourself propose ? " I cried in a 
subdued fury. 

" Yes," she whispered ; " but not yet — ^not till I have 
helped to ensure his safety." 

I fumed for some moments, inarticulate; then burst 
out — 

'' Helped I Do you know what is before us — the peril, 
the fatigue, the eternal tax upon body and brain ? And to 
be encumbered with a petticoat I " 

She scrambled to her knees, and prayed to me, gasping 
and entreating — 

^ I cannot desert him — I cannot. Ton will not make 
me I He so trusts me — depends upon me I He would die 
— and, and — I was wrong to sing in the forest. I will 
never make such a mistake again. I will be very good and 
obedient, and do whatever you tell me. 0, you will not 
cast me off 1 That man — ^to be left to him— to know the 
meaning in his ^ea, and—— 0, you could not believe 
I meant you to think my honour a cheap thing to me, 
though the Mother had cmlled me by a cruel name I If 
you had taken me at my word, and left me on the rock, 
I should have run after you. Monsieur, monsieur, don't 
turn from me I " 

So she babbled and cried, poor wretch, and, crying, 
threw herself prone before me. I sprang to my feet, and 
went to and fro in the chamber in a little frenzy of 
desperation. Then I halted beside her again. 

'* You do not realize what you ask," I urged frantically 
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— '' how by coming with ns yon would stultify all the good 
you have done I This canse must be sacred — impersonal 
to ns. We are all its would-be martyrs, and you, at least, 
have won your palm already. Be sensible, and do not 
throw it away. This self-abandonment — is it the best proof 
of your fitness for a man's task ? ** 

She only moaned low, and writhed herself nearer to me. 
The sound, the breathing softness of the thing, the dumb 
unmanning appeal, were nevertheless my most convincing 
justifications. If my own wounded conscience revenged 
itself by thus triumphing over hers in the final moral of 
the piece, it could only do so, God help me, by withdrawing 
its guard from my heart. I hardened tbat to a fierce 
resolution. 

'^ It is impossible,'' I said. '' I shall leave you in pledge 
to Don Baphael" (the words awoke a strange thrill of 
memory in me), ''and he will provide for your needs. 
There is no danger. You have your own sex here to 
guarantee you* But, as to taking a woman with me — it 
is impossible 1 " 

And with the words, I left her, walking out into the 
night with rapid steps. 

Had I meant what I said ? There was an odd leaping 
exultation in my soul, as I went up and down, up and 

down. "We wound whom we Bah I For a myso- 

gynist to think twice of it 1 I had spoken my final resolve. 
To go back upon that was out of the question. Poor 
Ninon, how quiet she had fallen I Well, she deserved a 
little punishment for having made me so uncomfortable 
with myself. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

All those on the hill, some forty in number, were of Don 
Raphael's mUmrage, The custom of the sept prevails in 
Spain, and the retainers of a grandee, whether active or 
superannnated, keep a conmion and inalienable claim to 
the title. Hence, of course, a compound interest of mouths 
to feed ; a sum in paternal government whose difficulty is 
not simplified by the fact that the Spaniard, while possessed 
of many pensive and temperate virtues, is far from including 
amongst them an obstreperous morality. To what an 
extravagant proportion the system could develop, was shown, 
indeed, in the case of the Duke of Alva, whose palace, I 
was told, contained no fewer than four hundred bedrooms, 
and whose annual wages and pensions account was computed 
at twelve thousand pounds. 

A mutual loyalty, on the other hand, blesses the custom, 
of which a signal illustration was here before us. Don 
Raphael (Heaven except him for a bachelor and a decent 
man !) had been summoned by an arrogant enemy to yield 
up tkfranC'iireu)\ a member of his family. What had been 
his answer ? To stalk forth (a Spaniard never runs, save 
the wrong way, in battle), his entire household following, 
to this fastness in the hills. And here he had settled 
himself in passive nobility, to await developments — a patri- 
arch indulgent to the humours of his flock; easy to its 
gamesomeness ; merciless to its insubordination ; expecting 
it to provide for him its hitherto provider ; gravely tolerant 
of its little inhumanities to any captured foe ; courteous in 
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the finest degree to any f ngitive ally — a relic of the old 
morality. 

His was the keep, lofty and inviolable, into which none 
of those rougher bandits of the woods, having Bibero for 
their chieftain, were permitted to penetrate. The fact was 
oar security, which he did not fail to impress upon me. 

" Here, sefior," he said, " I am absolute ; here I will 
answer for you. Below" — ^he shrugged his shoulders — 
'' you saw the man. He is accountable to neither Ood nor 
devil — a beast we employ like a dog, to find us truffles or 
to scent the track of blood. He does not love yon. You 
will do well to avoid him." 

That was useful to know ; but how, in the upshot, was 
I to turn the knowledge to our profit ? We could not 
impose ourselves on these good souls for ever. Besides, 
I was eager to be away— to resolve, in some definite action, 
a sufficiently embarrassing situation. 

I had found it impossible, in fact, to coach the prince 
effectively in his part. He was Theodore, it is true, 
familiarly to himself ; but he was none the less the King 
of France. That had been a joke so far ; but could it go 
lacking suspicion for ever? Mencia, Pepa, Joachina — 
these, and such merry jades of their kidney, crowned him, 
paid him mock homage, pretended to butter his royal 
parsnips for him to the top of his bent. He took it all 
seriously, and was lofty over my expostulations, and even 
grown a little defiant of Nmon, with her sad and silent 
hauntings of hun. Sometimes, in our hut at night, I 
would talk with him, earnestly and significantly, hoping to 
probe his past, to convince myself of it, to win this phantom 
of a king to some shape and substance. It was no good. 
At the first essay, one struck bottom in that poor shallow 
mind ; or rather his mind was bottomless, like a cloud, to 
step on which was to fall through into space. But the 
rest restored him to such strength as he could command, 
which, after all, was not great. 

Ninon, after that night, I avoided as much as possible, 
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holding myself stubborn to the piteous appeal of her eyes. 
She suffered, I knew, from the open admiration of the men. 
She suffered from the jealousy and mischievous innuendo of 
the girls, from whom die could not hold herself altogether 
aloof. Yet, I think, she suffered more from my studied neg- 
lect of her, which, nevertheless, was not all an intentional 
cruelty. I was in a quandary, that is the truth — fairly 
distracted with the problem of her company. If only 
she had not been quite so holy, so pure I There I I have 
written it, and my right hand, I swear, deserves Oranmer's 
fate. 

One evening I came suddenly upon her sitting alone. 
I paused in a quxc\ determination. 

''Would you be a man, act a man's part, dress like a 
man ? '* I demanded. 

At my first word she had lifted her head, a swift bright- 
ness came into her face, her lips parted, her breath speaking 
fast. Then she flushed to her very eyes, dropping them 
before me. 

'' Dress 1 '' she murmured. '' Oh, monsieur I A child 
of Mary 1" 

I swung abruptly on my heel, and left her. Who was 
to carry this immaculate baggage ? I said it to myself 
with a laugh. Nevertheless, I did not even yet take Don 
Raphael into my confidence with r^ard to her. 

This waa on the fourth day. On the fifth came news 
from the band below of their capture of a small convoy, 
which the patriarch was invited down to inspect and 
adjudicate on. His whole male following accompanied 
him, and I^let me confess it — ^I had not escaped my 
share of feminine teasing : I had no mind to be left alone 
in the hands of these saucy skits. I won Don Baphael's 
reluctant consent to my going, and, in fine, I went. 

I had other motives— a weariness of inaction ; a wish 
to get my forest-bearings; some self-revolt against this 
eternal skulking to avoid a bully, whom, indeed, I had not 
set eyes on since that day of our arrival. However, in that 
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last respect any sentiment of defiance was, it appeared, to 
go fraiUeaSy inasmuch as Bibero was not at the rendezvons. 

Bat his rascals were there in fnll force; as pretty a 
band of cnt-throats as one might see. They had the 
capture in array, too, under the chestnuts of a neighbouring 
glen — a score of mules, twice as many bales, and a half- 
dozen drivers gagged and bound. 

These poor wretches — doubly damned in their nationality* 
for they were recreant Spaniards — sprayed only from livid 
eyes to be ended quickly. I understood the appeal; and 
though I was now inured to horrors, was fain to turn away 
from it, so powerless was I, on every count, to interfere in 
their behalf. However, the execution, it seemed, was not 
to be deferred. Don Baphael, having judicially, and with 
grave deliberation, investigated the ''take,*' spoke a con- 
temptuous half-abstracted word. Immediately one of the 
prisoners was hauled to his feet, and his arms, tied behind, 
were unbound to the wrists, to which a long cord was 
knotted. For the moment I had a wild hope that the man 
was to be merely so tethered and driven. But I was 
quickly disillusioned. A miscreant grunting acquiescence, 
and spitting his lirngs free for the effort, poised, and flung 
the slack of the rope over a projecting branch. And in an 
instant, vicious hands assisting, the victim— a heavy-bodied 
fellow — was pulled aloft. Yet not at first did I grasp the 
infernal purpose. For a full minute, perhaps, the dangling 
body kept itself horizontal, face to earth, by sheer muscular 
frenzy; then yielding, suddenly and completely, dropped 
perpendicular, or nearly so, its arms making a half-turn 
backwards in their sockets. 

At that, like a dreamer, whom the unearthly screech of 
a night-bird has startled awake, I stood a moment, staring 
and trembling. This travesty of humanity I It was 
grotesque beyond reason 1 With a cry, I drove upon Don 
Baphael. 

'' Sefior ! It is not lawful I " 

Ho was miJdng calculations in a little note-book. Ue 
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looked round, vague, pre-occupied, puzzling, as it seemed, 
over my identity. 

" Ah ! '' he exclaimed, coming to earth. *^ Bim venido^ 
senar! You are well arrived. It is our way, this, with 
traitors I " 

" But, it is not my way," I exclaimed, frantic. " Do you 
hear ? It is unlawful ! " 

The unimpassioned nobility of his face met my heat, 
courteous and enduring. 

" How, sefior ? " he said. " And with whom ? " 

** With the whole civilized world." 

" Yet," he said patiently, " we form here a not in- 
considerable part of it" 

•* It is torture, I teU you ! " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" It is also a renegade, a poisonous adder." 

I had seen a statue of their virgin, her heel upon a 
snake that writhed eternally in stone. It was useless to 
protest. Already damning murmurs were rising about me. 
I turned, sick and helpless, and strode down the glen on my 
way back to the hill. By no effort could I rally my nerves 
to the right pitch of philosophy. The humour of this 
nation, of its solemn density, was without any under-tickle 
of gaiety. It was the humour of the mirthless farce of the 
Inquisition. 

'^ We must go ! " I thought, shuddering ; ** we must go 1 
I will dwell no longer with them I " 

The ladder, when I reached the tree, was still in place 
as we had left it. I mounted swiftly, and put foot in the 
tunnel. The rough song of the water made the whole 
chamber vocal ; yet I fancied I heard an alien sound 
through the other — a shuffling, a sobbing, a suggestion of 
some struggle which penetrated me with a curious emotion. 
The noise ceased of a sudden, and, with its cessation, I 
myself stopped instinctively. 

I had tried vainly to physic my illness with reason — the 
mere hint of a personal danger cured it. 
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"Who's there ? " I cried, sharp as a whip-crack. 

For a moment only the gushing water answered me ; 
then, shivering the twilight, came a scream — 

" Look on the ground I He's crawling I " 

At that, with an echoing snarl, a figure rose instantly to 
its feet before me, blocking the passage. One moment I 
saw him, Bibero — understood why he had failed at the 
rendezvous ; the next I had flung myself flat against the 
rock, and he had gone by with a rush, missing the resist- 
ance he expected, and had crashed in a huddle against the 
ladder head. He was down in a second; and almost as 
instantly I had leapt, and, with one mighty strain, had 
heaved him into the gulf. 

His great body went with a thud into the wood rubbish. 
Staring over, I could see it, by the light that entered from 
below, weltering like some foul reptile in the tree hollow. 
The brute's ribs were tough as Quebec oak. He was a 
little shocked out of reason, but had taken no more real 
hurt than if he had been a tar-barrel. I saw him rise, 
gi'oping, to one knee ; and immediately with a strenuous 
haul I pulled the ladder into the tunnel, and cut his 
conmiunication. 

He peered up, swaying, as he sought to identify me. 

**Not this way, sefior," I cried foolishly: "Not this 
way I The basement, if you please, for dogs and swine ! " 

He clucked, gratified ; then uttered one of his clock- 
work f ulminations. 

^^lista hknT^ he cried at the finish. "I only wanted 
to know whose pipe to squeeze by-and-by 1 " And he 
crawled through the opening and was gone. 

Thus secure of him, I hastened through the tunnel, 
and, close by its exit, stumbled upon the near victim of his 
brutality. She had sunk, disonlered, upon a rock, and, 
staring thence with frayed eyes, welcomed my appearance 
with a sob of rapture. But I went and stood over heri 
stem as judgment. 

" Well ? " I said, and nothing more. 
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She seemed to stop breathing, looking np in my face ; 
then suddenly and convulsively caught at my hand, clutch- 
ing it to her heart — all without a word. 

Her silence struck a sort of terror into me. " WeU ? " 
I said again, louder and more harshly ; and at that in an 
agony she held to me, entreating me to hear. 

** Let me be Ninon still I 0, if you had not come 1 
0, monsieur, monsieur, take me away before it is too 
late I" 

A certain strangled feeling in my chest seemed to relax, 
as if my heart had leapt a peril. I stood, battling with 
some emotion an instant. 

"What induced you " I was beginning, when she 

broke in with a hurry of words — 

" They used the Mug, those wantons, to flout and jeer 
me — and he was angry and would not listen to my prayers 
— and I fled from their taunts. 0, monsieur, I beUeve 
they knew and had designed it — how that monster was 
awaiting me, and 1 " 

I interrupted her, stamping with rage. 

« There I It is enough ! I must take you, I suppose, 
and dare the risk. Ton will be neither fish, nor flesh, nor 
good red herring ; and so you must be a saint and damn 
us all with scruples. Be ready with the dawn, and speak 
nothing of this to anybody I '* 

And I flung away from her, leaving her huddled on 
the rock. My heart was hot with passion, perverse, self- 
exculpatory, exulting in its surrender to Fatality, yet 
defiant of that conqueror. A dozen moods took me in as 
many steps : triumph, pity, a sort of ecstasy of remorse for 
that threat of unintended desertion with which I had 
retaliated on honesty— scorn, first and foremost. Not, 
indeed, for this gentle woman, so dashed at a stroke from 
all that had made life holy to her, and death a cloisteral 
passion ; this pretty dove so ravished from her cote to be 
the sport of guns ; this child so called from her garden- 
songs to lead the practised chorus in a tragedy. My scorn 
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was for myself, and a raging consciousness therein of weak- 
ness where I had thought was strength ; of my relapse 
npon a fever, to which, once having suffered it, I had 
believed I was insusceptible. We wound — we wound whom 
we love 1 I tiiought, as once before, that I hated this girl ; 
and all in a moment the memory came upon me of a dusk 
room, and a low humming of voices, from a farm-kitchen 
below, caught into the meshes of sleep, and we two 
young innocents in one warm bed drowsing to a sense of 
ineffable comradeship. 

I started, and walked quicker, and came suddenly upon 
view of Sefior Teodoro asleep, under a hut-side, across the 
knees of one of the girls. The jade looked up at me with a 
smiling, languid insolence. 

^* El cielo me guards / " she exclaimed. ^* Ton are returned 
already, and alone, and in good time ? " 

'' In excellent time,'* I said ; and then I shook my finger 
at her. " Ton little devil I 0, you little devil I " 

She did not trouble to prevaricate. 

''Not himself," she murmured, ''only his advocate, 
sefior I These superior saints must be tested, you know, 
before one can allow them their title." 

She yawned, then smiled on me ; finally patted the 
ground beside her invitingly. 

" So you were in time ? Will you come and sit here ? 
r also need a hero to protect me. Phew I " she said. " I 
am very hot and sleepy I " 

" But I am wide awake," I answered, and laughed, and 
turned on my heel, and went back to our shelter, whence, 
seeing how Ninon had taken refuge in it, I went on into 
the tunnel to sit down and await Don Raphael's return. 

That was long delayed, however, tiU late in the after- 
noon. But the moment he appeared, I b^ged a word with 
him aside. 

" Sefior," I said, " with the gratefullest acknowledgment 
of your hospitality, by to-morrow's dawn we must be on our 
way." 
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He made no demur, admitting only stately that tlie loss 
would be his. I answered with the retort courteous. We 
had quite a little duel of compliments, no reference to our 
late disagreement being allowed to mar the occasion. These 
hands of his — ^long, white, fastidious — did they break bread 
with a guest, or pull at the legs of a gallows-bird, were always 
Spanish hands. That I must remember. Yet I was, after 
all, so wanting the finest appreciation of the fact, as to con- 
fide in their owner about Bibero's assault, and my frustration 
of it. 

He was highly incensed. 

^* To dare it in my absence ! " he said. ^^ To enter 
without an invitation I The man has no decency, no sense 
of propriety whatever. You were very right to retort upon 
him as you did, sir. I hold you entirely exonerated.'' 

I thanked him gratefully. 

" But," said I, " will he, too, hold me so ? " 

'^ No," he said. ^' That is true. He will certainly seek 
your life. These brigands I A petticoat is like a red cloak 
to a bull to them. Some Chulos — ^pardon the comparison, 
sefior I — ^will sacrifice the cloak ; others will make it a point 
of honour to preserve it intact. You are of the latter ? 
^EstA him ! The scruple redounds to your credit ; and I will 
undertake that it is honoured. You must permit me to see 
you safely upon your way " — and he controlled his outraged 
dignity so far as to inquire courteously into my plans. 

They were nothing more definite, I answered, than 
to make a safe dHour^ north and by north-west, with the 
chance of out-flankmg the enemy and happening on an 
English force. 

" Then I will consider of your course," said he. " And 
in the mean time, seeing how I go long fasting, the sefior 
will perhaps permit me to retire." 

He bowed like a fencing-master, and went on to his hut. 
I entered ours, with the intention to prepare Ninon and her 
charge for the morrow's flight. They were not there ; and, 
awaiting them, I sat myself down to cogitate. 
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A considerable interval had elapsed, when I became 
suddenly aware of a mnrmor approaching me. There was 
some whispering and giggling, and the drag of reluctant 
footsteps. I sprang up, and went to the door. A young 
man, trks bien fait^ the centre of a flippant company, was 
being pushed forward. He wore a brown hussar jacket 
over a drab shirt ; brown velvet breeches, with moccasins 
and sandals ; a red handkerchief, surmounted by a peaked 
hat of black felt, upon his head ; and, under the hat, the 
strangest expression between tears and bravado. 

Seeing my amazement, the hussies who urged him broke 
into a scream of laughter. 

" Gk) on, go on I " they cried to their captive. " Let us 
bare your sword-shoulder for you, and he will run to 
embrace the fine new recruit we bring him I " 

Joachina ran to me, and dropped a brazen curtsy. 

'^ See, s^ior capitam^ what muscles, what a rakish gait, 
what a conquering expression I He is called Oatalina, the 
boldest rogue you could wish for a corporal ! " 
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CHAPTER V. 

We were afoot with the early dawn — a dawn so lowering, so 
heavy with thunder, as to oppress my nerves with a very 
sickness of the task that faced me. Don Raphael himself 
had called us forth, and after, stood waiting while we made 
our little dismal toilets, the very spectre of punctilio. We 
joined him presently — ^two of us, at least, more like woe- 
begone conscripts than free adventurers. The wretched 
Theodore, fallen from his temporary estate, collapsed beyond 
all thought of mutiny, hung pitifully at my heels. But 
Ninon, when she appeared I My amazement upon seeing her 
was tonic. It rallied my qualmish pride. I had dismissed 
to its rest a whimpering, self-conscious Epicoene, and here 
appeared before me a youth almost collected, shy only out 
of roguery, as near a mi^n, in suggestion, as Falstaff^s page. 
Whence the translation? Don Raphael, of his courtly 
world-wisdom, ignored the fact of any. All women were to 
him, I suppose, possessed of a potential devil, and one might 
find her tliyrsus in a glass of wine, another hers in a pair of 
velvet smalls — it was all the same. To him, perhaps, but 
not to me. That Ninon^s dual personality — I had known 
from childish days, indeed, how oddly she possessed one — 
should, under this stress of circumstance, find its sudden 
expression on the earthly side, relieved and amused me. At 
the same time — the change was so unexpected and startling — 
I was not pleased ; and in my displeasure I am sure I 
exaggerated the thoroughness of her self-surrender. For 
she was, at the worst, a very modest youth, and when by- 
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and-by I came to watch her airs and movements, I fonnd 
my whole sonl chuckling over, while it resented, the blushing 
affectations of manly deportment with which she songht to 
convince me of her fitness. 

Was the transformation, however, due to that desire, or 
to a more mutinous one — the wish, in fact, to flout my 
estimate of her ? To not one motive, but the simultaneous 
pressure of a dozen probably. A dozen sprites, fauns and 
loves combining, had taken her heart in the night, and 
turned it with its face to the world. In sleep had come her 
metempsychosis. It had always been on the cards to happen 
then or now. In my first chapter I called her a little 
evangelized pagan; a derivative from the thoughtless 
bright people ; a flower-child who had come singing down 
the ages to find her moral conversion in the pathos of the 
world. Well, the old strain, it seemed, had broken out, and, 
inasmuch as it restored me the Ninon, the *' Passe Rose *' of 
my memory, I was glad ; and inasmuch as it contradicted 
the Ninon of my present knowledge, I was aggrieved — an 
inconsistency quite in keeping with my nnself-conscious 
condition of mind. 

Following our guide, according to our individual moods, 
we gained the ladder soft-footed, and in a minute were com- 
mitted to the forest. It was a very descent to Avemus^ 
The air was the air of a subterranean kitchen, of which the 
heavens themselves were the unventilated ceiling. Still, no 
sign was there of Ribero and his gang; and in a little, 
plunged amidst the pathless thickets, we could breathe 
with what freedom the heavy glooms permitted. Don 
Raphael went before in utter silence. In utter silence we 
pursued. 

At length the trees grew scanter, and, proportionately, 
the way steeper and more savage. We seemed to be 
approaching the barriers of the mountains. The boulders 
now rose threatening, and so high as to confound and 
menace our advance. Step by step we entered into what 
appeared to be the very foundry of thunder. A vast debris 
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of iron-stone, rosty and discarded, was heaped in its fore- 
courts. A barring drone, which for long had greeted our ears, 
grew articolate and became the voice of a water-race. And 
then suddenly we had emerged into a little rocky amphitheatre 
which was broken in twain by a wrathful torrent, the waste, 
as it might be, of the forge. 

Its spring, to all appearance, was high in the hillside 
facing us, whence it burst and came tumbling, in a series of 
steps and rapids, to the forest levels. What was above no 
eye could discern, but only a narrow high-flung gorge 
scarring the huddle of rock, and choked, as it appeared, 
with foam. And up into this seemingly impassable pass 
Don Raphael was pointing, a melancholy smile on his face. 

« Behold 1 " he said. " Tour way I '• 

I stood beside him, incredulous. 

"Whither, Caballero?" 

" Through the torrent cleft, and over the mountain.*' 

"And thence ?•• 

" To La Iglesuela ; across the wooded valley beyond ; by 
the passes of the Gredos, to forest again ; and again by hills 
to the road to Avila. Further than that I cannot direct 
you.'* 

" There would appear to be no need. We cannot climb 
on water." 

"Ah I" he said, very quiet and tolerant "Nor I. 
But I know, as perhaps you do not, how this gasconnading 
is all sound and seeming." 

" There is foothold ? " 

"Assuredly, seilcMr, unless " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" Unless what ? " I asked, as quiet as he. 

" It is not worth considering." 

He shut his mouth obstinately, looked askance, then 
turned in a sudden resolution, and gabbled out low — 

" This is the truth. There is another and a longer way 
— a mule-path. But Ribero, since yesterday, hath mules ; 
it is well to remember that. He wiU not believe you could 
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venture by the gorge, for there is a risk — yes, I will con- 
fess it. In storms the river will rise very quickly in spate, 
and if you were caught in a defUe " He paused signifi- 
cantly, and again hurried on, " Lose no time, I advise yon. 
Good ten miles will you save by this cut, and baffle him in 
taking it. 60, then, if you are wise, and Ood be with yon." 

He saw the instant resolve in my eyes, stepped back, 
flourished off his hat, and cried — 

" Va^a usted con Dies I To our next meeting, gentle- 
men I " 

One moment I turned upon him with what heartfelt 
expressions of gratitude I could cram into a sentence, the 
next, with a noble deprecation of self-merit, he was gone, 
and his high figure disappeared among the boulders. I was 
left sole minister of our destinies. 

I turned to my companions. 

'^ You see ? *' I said, in a tone that was meant to forestall 
all question. "There is our path" — and with the word 
I swung off up the waterside. The prince gave a little 
incredulous cry and held back. 

" Bring him, do you hear ? " I called to Ninon ; and 
somehow, whether by loving art or the threat of desertion, 
she persuaded the poor fellow to the venture. 

At the foot of the slope the water, strewed with boulders, 
was broke into a net of hurrying foam ; but, true enough, 
it was nowhere deep, and one could always win by at the 
expense, at worst, of wet shoes. But as we passed through 
the gate of the hill, entering the monntain rent, and the 
growing steepness pulled against us and the gorge gloomed 
and narrowed, the margin of foothold, now along, now 
within the water, grew so scant that climbing became a 
heavy effort of caution, and every step a battle with the 
moral forces of the eternal giddy descent beside ns. More- 
over, the harsh aspect of the place, its black and toplesB 
cliffs, the reverberation of the torrent between, the mad 
sense of imprisonment in a cleft from which there was no 
escape, added their weight of supernatural terror to the 
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practical burden. A vision of as, frantic survivors climbing 
to escape from the ruins of a world consumed to crag and 
cinder, dwelt in my mind. Below us, I pictured, was a last 
dying stream, whose watera, poured hissing over the hot 
slag, scalded with their exhalations an already infernal atmo- 
sphere. Above, in sluggish reel and vortex, the smoke of 
the dead combustion lingered, weighed down like a loaded 
sponge with the thunder it had gorged. 

A pretty fancy, to be sure 1 — and a pretty help to 
achievement 1 But I will say that while my imagination 
looked down, my will never ceased to urge upwards. And 
the task was a task at least. If the struggle was an un- 
earthly one to me, think what it must have been to those 
soon-scared weakliogs ! I had placed them in the front, 
and twenty times, if once, the poor exhausted boy had 
fallen back upon me, miserably imploring a respite. And 
it was to rend my own heart to refuse, as, indeed, I had to. 
Already, through the stunning gabble of the water, I had 
heard what I dreaded to recognize for the sounding of a far 
gong of thunder ; already the distant springs of the torrent 
might be overflowing, in a little while to flood this gully to 
the throat. To be caught in it was death — ^instant and 
overwhelming. I needed now no Don Raphael to convince 
me. Ever and again I would look back, only to see, as I 
saw in front, the long split, sheer rock on either side, 
holding us in its inexorable grip. Then to a nearer boom, 
unmistakable this time, the water seemed suddenly to heave 
and grow darker at my feet. The sweat that drenched me 
grew cold all over my body. 

" On 1 ** I cried thickly. " On, on, on ! If the storm 
finds us here, we are done ! ^ 

The two, sobbing and distracted, toiled what they could, 
labouring from stone to stone and sometimes falling. The 
princess panting came back to me like the cough of an 
overdriven sheep. It was clear he could endure little 
longer. The first loaded drops of rain began to thud. My 
soul despaired. 
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And then, in an instant, refuge, heavenly and unex- 
pected, was vouchsafed us. The frowning wall revealed a 
lateral crevice — a jagged notch in the long sliced wound ot 
rock — invisible till we were actually upon it ; and to the 
very vertex of this a slope of rubbish ascended steeply. 

I cried out with joy, and drove my poor sheep into the 
cleft — merciless, till they had surmounted it, and were 
beyond all reach of peril. Above, the choked woods came 
down to near the lip of the chasm ; but a margin of clear 
rock lay between, and upon this, reaching it at last, we 
tumbled prone, too exhausted for speech or conmient. 

For a little while my world stood still ; then the slam 
of thunder, the growing rush of rain, set my wits moving 
again, and I sat up and looked for my companions. Ninon 
was turned upon her side, her eyes closed, the healthy colour 
finding her cheeks once more. But Theodore ! His chest 
fought yet for air ; his face looked as if blows had bruised 
it ; his eyes stared white from leaden rims. I rose hurriedly, 
and fetching out my brandy flask, put it to his lips. He 
gulped instinctively, and choked. But the dram saved him. 
Little by little his breathing came easier, and the signs of 
mortal distress subsided. I left him in the other^s hands, 
and ran off to reoonnoitre ; for though the immediate 
danger was surmounted, the pass, it was certain, was 
not. 

As yet but the advance-guard of the storm had taken 
us. Now, as I headed to the inner angle of the cleft over- 
looking the main rift from which we had escaped, I foresaw 
the approach of its legions. The flash and roar of their 
artillery was answered and reverberated from a thousand 
crags. The mountain was awakened in all its scaurs and 
terraces and secret places. An explosive wind drove the 
rain in volleys before it. In a few minutes we should be 
overtaken. 

Yet, for the moment, it withheld ; and in that moment 
I turned, and, looking down the wicked road we had 
ascended, felt my heart go sick. 
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Swarming np the deep defile were a half-score of 
strenQons figures, with Bibero at their head. 

In the same instant they saw me, defined against the 
sky, and pausing, clostered to a knot, let a shout escape 
them. I took a backward step, utterly lost. The woods 1 
They were our one hopeless hope, if even, so encumbered, 
we could gain them. In a last despair of nerve I was 
turning to fly, when a vision of coming waters struck me 
motionless. 

The tempest, drifting down, had fallen like a grey 
curtain before the heights. Now, with a sudden noiseless 
lift, the hem of the curtain rose, letting under what looked 
like the head of a monstrous python, veined with white or 
black. Soft and resistless it came on, so great as to over- 
whelm without an effort the rocks it encountered. My 
eyes were fascinated ; my dazed ears heard only as a flutter 
of sound the screams that rose from below. With a wrench 
I forced myself to look. Maddened, frantic, beating for- 
ward with outstretched hands, trampling one another in 
their frenzy, the brigands fought upwards for the cleft and 
life. I was moved beyond myself to see their agony. 
Forgetting everything but the human need, I ran hither 
and thither, gasping out cries of encouragement, pointing 
the way. The flood slid down, with a little chuckle in its 
depths. It reached the opening in the cliff beneath me, 
and there fell wallowing and hissing an instant. I heard a 
laugh below, and looked over ; and there was Bibero him- 
self, won to within a step of safety. The swollen fall 
battled against his strong knees, but, inch by inch, he was 
mastering it. He glanced up and cried something — a word 
inarticulate but for the note of exultation in it. A blazing 
leap of light, a crash of thunder answered him. He put a 
hand to his eyes and tottered — for an instant only, and he 
had recovered himself. But others of his swarm were by 
now close upon him, and one clutched at his shoulder to 
steady himself ; and in that second the flood, r^thered to 
its folds, reared itself and drove its head into the gorge. I 
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heard a roar as of triamph, saw only a seethiug Imrrj of 
water escaping to the valley with its prey, spnming one 
here, another there, over some jutting crag. Then Uio 
storm swept down, blotting oat the whole scene, and leaving 
me isolated in its midst. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The storm swepfc over with incredible noise and swiftness, 
trailing sunshine in its wake. Within a quarter of an hour 
no sign of it remained, save in the gorged torrent and the 
rags of cloud caught on distant peaks, like sheep-wool in 
brambles. Heaven winked its eyes free of rain, and the 
blue light of them flashed wetly on wood and rock. An 
odd blitheness had succeeded the fever of my soul. I had 
done my part, and Ood had called the issue. 

The thickets of forest were so dense that my companions, 
who had sought refuge within their skirts, had escaped at 
least a complete soaking. They were dense and matted, 
too, beyond any thought of our taking to them in prefer- 
ence to our appointed road. Our only hope was to stand 
by until the waters had subsided ; and, for the matter of 
that, the rest, now we were no longer threatened, was 
welcome. 

I said nothing to the others, then or after, of the tragedy 
I had witnessed. When, presently, I rejoined them, I 
found the prince, with closed eyes and with breathing still 
difficult, lying in Ninon's arms against a tree. Gazing at 
him, a sudden sickness of fear grew upon till it shook 
me. What if, after all the long hope, the peril, the burning 
faith, the triumphant redemption — ^what if I were to learn 
that I had brought away, for the expression of all these, a 
shadow more unreal than any I had conceived I An infinite 
pity for this poor waif, so harried from his refuge to be the 
blind sport of policy ; an infinite pity for my mother, so 
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doomed, if doomed she were, to frustration of her lifelong 
ambition, filled my heart with sodden tears. This king» 
this galley-slave, so early fallen by the way ! And over 
there in England, those eternal leagues apart, the tragic 
woman counting the days — Glistening for his coming foot- 
steps I I had been sceptical ; a little pitiless, perhaps. 
Henceforth not Ninon should be more considerate, more 
tender to this unhappy boy. 

And now, as if to make acute in me this new pathos 
of sympathy, Heaven brought him to his feet a changed 
creature. Perhaps, lying in the grass, he had already '* felt 
the flowers growing over him." Perhaps, knowing he had 
but a little way to go, he was brave to fleek his last dear 
rest with a gentle courage. What dwelt behind the in- 
scrutable blinds of his soul I could never know — nor he, 
maybe, either. Only he walked, I think, in the hope of 
an eternal peace not distant From this time he was 
docile, patient, uncomplaining. Sometimes he would break 
into queer little drifts of song, fragments of hidden memo- 
ries, like the call of a bird from mist. Sometimes, if 
approached on his looks, he would answer, ^^Well, mon- 
sieur, well ; only very tired for a king I " And so, when 
I called a halt, he would sink back, thanking me ezhanstedly 
with a smile. He was never peevish, never tearful, answer- 
ing Ninon's tears only with a gentle banter of her unmanli- 
ness. He had never, indeed, figured so near a king to me 
as now. And yet day by day the vision, having realized 
itself, seemed to fade. The fright, the strain, had found 
his heart, and I stood aghast before the fear — ^before the 
shadow from which these endless wilds would not release 
us. And desperation filled my soul, as I wandered on with 
death and a changeling for my companions. 

A changeling! Yes, Ninon was no less than that. 
The erst timid and devout postulant was exchanged, to all 
appearance, for a very sylphid, an untiring, sweet-blooded 
thing, with a face set jauntily to the end she had aooepied. 
WheUier it was the spirit of the wild woods, or of freedom. 
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or of a defiance beyond words which wrought in her, I could 
not tell — at that time, at least. She seemed to have put 
off the very Christian womanliness of her with her frock. 
'* Her tears,*' I have said I They were rare. Her heart, 
I could have fancied, grew less and less sensible to the 
pathos of her poor fugitive's condition, hardened in pro- 
portion as the dumb appeal to it became more moving. I 
was astonished, bewildered, offended. Gould it be that she 
did not see what I saw, the shadow at our heels ? Or had 
circumstance really betrayed the potential devil in her? 
Ah 1 why say more ? She was possessed, indeed, but not 
of the devil I supposed. 

In the mean time, the consequence of her defection was 
to throw the prince more and more upon me, upon my 
support moral and physical, till from my very heresy grew 
a love for a creature who by his .trust so rebuked it. And 
she saw, and smiled, and went on her way, with an air of 
carrying her independence high. 

The hiUs were quick in vomiting their glut of water ; 
in a few hours the channel of the torrent had resumed its 
normal appearance. Before midday we were on our way 
again, and early in the afternoon had reached the head of 
the ravine, where, at a great elevation above the valley, the 
cliffs, long lowering, took the open hill amidst a medley of 
rocky peaks. Here the stream, bending sharply to the 
north-east, marked our course no longer ; and so we left it, 
and settled to bivouac in a little cave at no great distance. 
It was easy enough to find wood for a fire ; and I had flint 
and steel, together with a bundle of the tinder-stuff, called 
amadou^ with which Don Raphael had supplied me. By 
the same good friend the wallet I shouldered had been 
stocked with such simple provisions as the settlement 
afforded — olives, almonds, dried apples, biscuits, some long 
strips of pork flesh cured with salt, pepper, and garlic ; for 
those who wished it, the indispensable honbrnnihre stuffed 
with comfits ; for me, more partioolarly, a roll of tobacco- 
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leaf, with some little papers for dgarettos — altogether a 
feast par-dessus le marchi^ and goocL.enongh until my belt 
of doubloons could be used to procure us a better. And, 
to top the rest, not least important was a little compass, 
with the gift of which the good weird man had crowned 
his kindness. 

We ate as we listed ; though, in truth, the king — as if 
again to controvert heredity — had little appetite to solace 
him for the trials of flight and fatigue. And very soon he 
had stretched himself by the fire, where for long I heard 
him tossing and softly moaning before sleep brought him 
a weary oblivion. 

Night fell upon us full of strangeness and glitter in that 
remote altitude. Our few hundred feet of ascent seemed to 
have brought us within very call of the stars. The black 
peaks stood up amongst them like shadows on a lighted 
wall. The voice of the river came to us in an unearthly 
song unknown of the valleys. 

Pacing to and fro, I was aware suddenly of the figure of 
the girl, seated, half dusk, half fire, at the entrance to the 
cave. Moved by a sudden impulse, I stopped over against 
her. 

" What has become of your beautiful thick hair ? " I 
said, in a mocking tone. 

" I do not want to tell you," she answered quietly, after 
a pause. 

" But I want to know." 

"You command here," she said. "I will tell you, if 
you order me." 

" I order you." 

" Very well, then. It was cut off, and the men asked 
me to share it among them for garters;" and she rose 
silently, and went within. 

* « * * * • 

I can give no diary of our wanderings. They are long 
now the dream of a dream, strange, terrifying, but with 
the thought of sweet moments in it. Climbing, descending, 
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toiling on, always by scant-peopled solitndes of wood and 
hill, we came after many days to Iglesnela. Barely, by the 
way, had we encountered a hnman sonl ; rarely found means 
to add to our little store of food from the grudging wallets 
of shepherd or peasant. Hunger growled in us by day ; 
the wolves snarled about our camp-fire at night. Once we 
happened upon a hermit in his eyrie—a grey old savage 
man, like a werewolf himself, who, for all his piety, would 
have mixed poisonous weeds in our herb-broth, I think, if 
he had guessed at our French blood. Sometimes we hap- 
pened upon vast herds of swine, the simultaneous crunching 
of whose jaws on the fat rotting acorns of the cork trees 
sounded like the measured tread of infantry, and scared 
us consumedly. Of all whom we met and questioned the 
story was the same. The whole western country as far as 
the Portuguese frontier swarmed with the enemy. There 
was nothing for it, then, but to push north and north till 
we had outflanked the peril. 

And, after all, there was to be no rest for us in the 
village. It was occupied, as a vaquero whom we met on 
the heights above told us, by a French picket. I looked at 
Teodoro. His shoulders were stooped as if to ease his 
breathing ; a purple flush was on his cheek-bones. We had 
just, with difficulty, forded a little river, and his shoes were 
sodden and shapeless. But he smiled and nodded. 

^* It is not our * (harden of the Soul ' yet ? " said he. 
'* Bonti et vaUur^ momimr ! Let us go on, then." 

The herd started and frowned over the answer. I had 
nothing for it but to acquiesce. We dropped down the 
hill, making a wide ditour^ crossed the road running through 
the valley, and began the hard ascent beyond. But I knew 
it could not last ; knew that I must find quick shelter for 
this poor racked and driven lad, or see him die at my feet. 
To gain some remote refuge among the rocks, whence I 
could forage for us at whatever risk to myself — that was 
my one desperate hope. 

And Fortune here, at least, was kind to us. For high 
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in the woods, led by a scarce-discernible track, we came 
npon a second anchorite, a man charitable and holy as the 
former had been inhnman. He took ns in, without talk or 
question, and for three whole days gave ns of his store and 
shelter. With simples, also, he medicined the sick boy*8 
body, and with piety his soul : for I think he foresaw what 
we would not see, and was filled with a great pity of us. 
As to our story, he was content to know that I was an 
escaped English ofiScer, and that these others, in whatever 
language they might converse, were my friends and fellows. 
Tet, I am sure, he would have ministered with a like charity 
to the worst of his country*s enemies who needed it. 

On the fourth day the prince was recovered enough to 
walk a little, a ghost of himself, in the sunshine. And on 
that morning there came up the bill a peasant carrying the 
recluse^s weekly dole of food. The fellow, a swarthy swag- 
gering Castilian, rank with arrogance and garlic, stared 
with some amaze at the company he found, clearing his 
throat the while of what might have been meant for an 
expression of animosity. The good hermit, however, called 
him apart to a private colloquy, in which presently he 
invited me to join. 

'' Good news,** said he. " Sangrado here tells me that 
the French are gone.** 

'* And not to return ? *' I asked breathless. 

'' As I understand, no. The unhappy valley *' (he spoke 
of the Tagus) '* draws all arms at present, Spanish, English, 
and those others. Ood will cleanse our streams in His good 
time ! At the moment the whole country between this and 
Plasencia is clear of troops, and one of your captains ** 

He looked interrogatively at the peasant. 

** El generalisimo Yeelsoona,** answered the fellow lower- 
ingly, with dropped eyes, meaning, I believe. Sir Robert 
Wilson. 

** Tes,*' said the Father ; ** he occupies Plasencia itself. 
You can have no better opportunity to escape and join your 
people." 
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Oood simple man I And I, too, was scarce less gullible. 

I considered awhile. Then : " Ton are sure of your 
information ? " I asked of Sangrado. He cursed, and spat, 
the ill-conditioned dog. 

" If you do not care to believe me, you can follow your 
own nose, that is all." 

" How long is it ? " 

** Your nose ? ** says he. '^ For the matter of that it is 
a pug." 

" How far is it to Plasencia ? " 

" Twenty-five leagues." 

'' And all the way clear of the enemy ? And I could 
buy horses here ? " 

" 0, yes ! " he jeered ; " what the French have left us 
to feed the crows with I " 

** How, then ? " I said. " You see the condition of my 
invalid. Is it any good to show me the way and bar .the 
door ? " 

^* Well," said he, with a shifty look between greed and 
insolence — *' I can find you a guide, and a mule perhaps for 
him, if I am well paid for it." 

« Where ? " 

He struck his own chest, with the melodramatic self- 
importance a Spaniard, though a down, never forgets. 

^* But I must receive the money in advance." 

*^ Sangrado, Sangrado 1" cried the hermit, wamingly. 
"Remember he is of our friends, and be pious in your 
demands." 

" I will be pious, holy Father I " said the peasant, grin- 
ning. " The Almighty loves a good bargain." 

" Well, how much ? " said I. 

" Twenty pistoles," he answered. " Take or leave." 

The hermit exclaimed. 

" You are a religious man," said I. 

" I have the only mule in the village," said he. 

" Then all is said. When can you be ready ? " 

'' In an hour ; waiting in the road below." 
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** I will pay the money into yonr hands before we start. 
Go, and fail ns not.** 

When the time came, we threw ooraelves on onr knees 
before our great-hearted host. 

^^ Ood be with yon ! '* said he, giving ns his blessing ; 
'^ and remember me in yonr prayers. I have been a woef ol 
sinner — afid every little helps ! " 

He had put away his name, with worldliness. We never 
learnt who he was. But we shall know how to testify when 
the time comes. 

Sangrado was punctual to his appointment. I counted 
the price into his covetous, dirty palm, and the prince 
having been hoisted into the high Spanish saddle, we started 
on our way. Whither that would conduct ns, I scarcely 
dared to think. It seemed so incredible that, after all we 
had feared and suffered, chance had opened to ns this road 
to safety. And yet— nay, I declare I have no heart to 
recall hopes and exultations which were doomed to such early 
frustration. Perhaps I ought to have known better than 
to trust one of a race so unspeakably venal. The man had 
made his bargain on wild hearsay, not even believing the 
news he traded on. From the outset, I am convinced, he 
meant to give us the slip at the first convenient opportunity. 
Yet the situation had seemed so desperate : the means to 
resolve it so opportune. And I had had little chance as 
yet to learn that bitter lesson of Spanish faith which was 
being indelibly scored in the hearts of my countrymen. 

The plain truth was, indeed, that Plasencia was in the 
hands of the French, and that the whole road before us 
swarmed with their videttes. Very early we came to realize 
how those long solitudes of wood and hill had but falsely 
lulled us into a sense of eternal immunity from scenes of 
violence. They had been but rocks in mid-stream, dividing 
the bloody torrent that brawled on either side to meet 
beyond. Here, slipped down into the tide of war, we must 
drift amidst its agony and ruin. Shattered homesteads and 
festering corpses were soon a common sight on our way. 
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Often in the flanking wooda the trees bore nglj frait. Once 
we came upon the bodies of three guerrilleros, who had been 
pnt np and shot against a wall. The middle one, sunk 
back npon its haunches, bowed forward, still with a stiff 
hand to its breast, and the last ironic cry " Oracias^ seiiores ! '* 
frozen on its grinning lips. They were all dead of French 
bullets ; and though I hiew that of a certainty, I tried to 
put the knowledge from me. We were by then ten miles 
from the village, and still utter desolation marked our way. 
'' It is an old affair," I said stoutly to myself. '* These have 
been cold for days." 

At last came the finish. We were in a little close wood, 
and Ninon and I, going slightly in advance of the others, 
had mounted a gentle slope from a point where a second 
road, coming down amongst the trees, joined ours. The 
girl, for aU her assumed self-assurance, had clung in a 
frightened silence, during these tragic miles, to my heels. 
Now, as she sat down, her face in her hands, to rest a 
moment, a cry from the rear brought terror to both our 
hearts. We looked back, and in an instant grasped the 
truth. Sangrado, who had lingered behind on the pretext 
of tightening a girth, had taken advantage of our remote- 
ness to wrench the j^ince from his saddle, throw him by 
the roadside, mount himself, and bolt. The down trend of 
the country favoured him. He was already, before we could 
realize his treachery, beyond recall. 

For a minute I was demented. I ran, I choked, I 
cursed myself hoarse. It was all wasted breath, and I had 
nothing for it but to return and accept the situation. 
Fortunately the prince was unhurt, but for the terrible 
shock and fright. When I came back he was lying on 
Ninon's lap, trying to smile from shaking lips. The girl's 
face was whiter than his ; but when I had examined and 
found him uninjured, she signified that he would be more 
at ease in my stronger arms. 

" Very well," I said. " And when he is recovered we 
must return." 
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"^O.maumal^ he eidauiiiel faintlr ; ''aiidvhT?'* 

''IluTeadogtokini'' laoraend. 

He took my hud firtrprtingly. 

^That woidd k> giieve the good Father. Let me I17 
to wilk; I beUere I cm do it. If it a ten mikiy it ii 
better teo mils f orvud than badL** 

I did not rqily. Something in mr throat made wpseA 
% periL We were aiuing thn, qoiet and loat, when a 
tnmp and jingle coming duo^h the treei leadied our 
can. I made no movement. Deatiny, I thoogfat Utterly^ 
mnst rearrange the board for me before I would play again. 
Let her take her own way, and I wonld learn mine anew 
oot of it. 

Soddenly, at the fork of the road below, a tnxq> of 
Frendi coiraaBien appeared, clanking out two by two till 
a score were revealed. They aiqiroaGhed leisurely op the 
hill, one, who rode a littie in advance, singing clearly as 
he came. I have never heard so inspired a voice — a boy*s 
sweet alto. The soond of it in that lonely plaoe, its 
unearthly message, the visim of the knightly following, 
white-cloaked, grave-visaged, with nnoHiqoerable eyes 
shining nnder helmets of brass which canght and drofqied 
the gonts of sonshine as it moved, made all snch an 
atmosphere of romance as filled me with stupefaction. 
This might have been a Galahad, jHloting some holy quest. 

He saw us soon, and faltered in his song, but not in 
his pace. He came near, r^arding us wonderingly, cried 
^* ffalMh / ** to his troop, and reined in his white charger. 
He was a mere boy to look at, beardless, and with a thin 
aident face. I rose to my feet, pulled apart my cloak so 
as to show the uniform under, and went and stood before 
him. 

^^ Monsieur,** I said quietly, ** I was wounded at Talavera, 
and afterwards escaped. I am an English officer. I yield 
myself to you." 

But he only gazed at Ninon, with ruminative, dibted 
eyes, and answered nothing. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

Of my manj strange experiences I hold this encounter the 
strangest. The place, the melancholy, the forsakenness I 
And then, illnminating all, the sadden raptarous song, the 
vision of white-cloaked chivalry, the shock of old romance 
which seemed to thrill the woods in their coming I Destiny, 
masking herself as Coincidence, arranged it, I suppose. She 
hides her face from men under many disguises. Tet not 
the less for that did the sense of unrealities return upon 
me intensified. This my dream-prince, I thought, was to 
be the sport of visions to the end. 

For a full minute before he spoke the ofiSoer held Ninon 
with his glowing eyes. Then suddenly, without moving, he 
addressed her, in a voice of the oddest timbre for a warrior — 

" What chance dropped you by the roadside ? '* 

I took the answer upon myself. 

" No chance, monsieur, but the fate to be allied with 
rogues.'' And I told him, in a word, of Sangrado*s 
treachery. 

'* Ah 1 '' he replied. " These great hearts of yours ! 
You will fling them to dogs and apes I '* and he shrugged 
his shoulders. 

^' Whither makest thou ? " he said. 

" For Plasencia." 

*' How ! Into the very camp of thine enemies ? " 

''Is it so? Then so be it. I cannot help myself. 
You see this weakling amongst us ? Better foe than friend 
when it comes to a question of bis life." 
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He looked back and forth. 

^' I would catch and skin thjfrimid for thee,*' he said, 
"if time allowed. As it is — de vous a moi^ monsieur — I 
think you will be wise to come with us. We will waive 
the question of your being prisoners.'* 

He pointed to the others. 

" Who are these, then ? " 

** Fugitives with me, monsieur. Civilians, and only 
Spanish in seeming." 

"To be sure,*' he responded, nodding his head 
abstractedly. " In seeming, yes, as you say." 

He put a hand on Ninon's arm. 

" You shall mount with me, boy — is it not so ? — and 
we will talk together." 

" Yes," answered the girl in a whisper ; and she hung 
her head. 

I felt a sudden unreasonable hotness on my cheeks. 

"Pardon me, monsieur," I said quietly. "This poor 
sick lad must be our first consideration." 

The young man smiled gravely, then hailed a giant 
cuirassier. 

" Lalobe I Lift and carry this child on thy saddle-bow." 

The trooper took the prince up as he might a truss 
of straw. And in this order we set out, I marching at the 
stirrup of a rearguard. 

" Who, then, is this ? " I asked the man. 
"Precisely," he answered, laughing. "We call him 
Sergeant Baland." 

" A sergeant ? No more ? '* 

"Nevertheless, monsieur, his interest is worth the 
winning." 

His manner implied some mystery he had no intention 
of betraying. It was my fate to walk eternally with ghosts. 
Only one thing, at least, was unmistakable. These men 
worshipped their leader ; took their tone from him ; were 
instant to obey his slightest command. 

Well, it need not concern me, who had my own secrets 
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to cherish. I had at the last dared all on a single throw, 
and the question was, Would Fortune love me for it? 
Never as now, these shadows to the contrary, had I realized 
the stupendous nature of the trust committed to my hands. 
With my shifting of the burden, my responsibility to it 
seemed to have become acute. 

That strange journey of forty hours holds my memory 
like a fever, a delirium full of haunting apprehensions and 
self-qualms and the shadow of some presence that would 
not be shaken off. Once a shot came from a wood, and 
one of the troopers fell, and folded himself in his white 
cloak and died. The others laid him reverently, and 
without lamentation, by the roadside, and passed on their 
way. But in a little after we came upon a village where 
the church was on fire and blazing. The populace knelt 
before, doing nothing, but praying the saints for help. 

'* Halt I ** cried Sergeant Baland, and raised his hand. 
In an instant nineteen carbines slammed out, and a dozen 
of the congregation were prostrate and writhing. 

" En avant ! '* and we were on our way again. 

I had been put on the dead trooper's horse. I urged 
it forward, and ranged alongside the leader, where he rode 
in advance of the others, with Ninon pillion behind him. 

*' Monsieur,'' I said, '^ I perceive you are a true servant 
of the Antichrist." 

He turned his febrile, luminous eyes on me. 

" You mean Napoleon ? " 

" I mean Napoleon." 

'' It is well," he said. '' I glory to find you think me 
worthy to represent him." 

" I think you worthy indeed." 

'* Yet I have succoured, and will befriend you, to the 
best of my wits." 

I was silent Suddenly he broke out into a rhapsody, 
strange and fervent and blasphemous as one could conceive. 
I can give but the gist of it. 

The phoenix was not a fable. From the ashes of his 
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inferno, this Ood, this Lucifer, had riaen incarnate — 
triumphing over the envious power which had long nsnrped 
and nusrepresented his authority — to confound the sophia- 
tries of pseudo-revelation. He was truly the Antichrist, 
the real Nature, the understanding One, who alone could 
reclaim his Kingdom from the disorders which had made 
of it a place of bewilderment and desolation. 

So he expressed himself, aflame with ecstasy. It was 
the era of wondrous frenzies, of hysteric inspirations, of 
the new crusade — the era, when all is said, of devil-worship. 
But its devil — there was the crux — ^was a gentleman, 
accorditig to his lights. 

At Yillanueva we crossed to the north bank of the 
Tietar, and soon saw the dark towers of Plasencia rise 
before us. We were riding then by a busy road, which 
seethed and roared with the infinite passion of war. The 
combat of Arzobispo was but now waged and ended, and 
it saddened my heart to see the groaning tumbrils of 
English woundeii making for the town. We entered that 
at sunset, and were delivered by our escort, pending further 
instructions, to the Convent of Saint Ildef onso, which was 
being used as a hospital. There — 0, ominous refuge ! — 
I gave my parole for myself and my companions, and the 
gates closed upon us. 

Visions, visions, to the end I I laid my shadow 
against the wall in the cell allotted to us, and sat with my 
face hidden from it, and the tears oozing between my 
fingers. 

Presently a little precise gentleman in a blue uniform, 
with nothing of the gaoler about him but the bunch of 
keys he carried in his hand, entered to us, and bowed 
profoundly. 

" I am desolated, monsieur ; but this chamber — ^it is 
large, and the strain upon us increases. I have no resource 
but to billet others on you, unless " 

'' Unless what, monsieur? You see my friend's 
condition ? '' 
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"Alas, yes I But '' 

He shrugged helplessly. 
WeD, monsieur," I protested, " you said * unless *- 
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"Ab, true! There is a poor solitary devil of an 
Englishman next door, who— ^A, bim! we cannot all 
command nerve I The panic — it is unfortunate — seized 
him at Talavera, and he fled, and gave himself up. Since, 
he will not eat, he maddens, he dies of shame, and alone. 
It is a sort of courage, after all ; and if monsieur would 
only look upon it in that light " 

I rose. 

" Ton would billet us^ then, upon a coward ? Monsieur, 
how have I deserved ? " 

I stopped in a shock of fear. The prince had risen 
upon his mattress, ghastly, smiling, a hand upon bis heart. 

" It is well spoken ! " he panted. " Take me to him — 
it is my place ! 0, monsieur, of thy charity I — ^To learn 
courage of the cowtuxl who knows how to die ! " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

I KNEW the nature of the shadows at last — had found the 
focus of all their weird unreality. Hour by hour I had 
tried to put the truth from me, and at the end it had 
slipped under my arm, and struck down. 

They lay under the sickly lamp, linked cold hand to 
hand ; the fallen lily of France, and the nameless white- 
faced beast with the tatters of red cloth on its shoulders. 
All around, the hospital in its cells of torment made the 
dead night lamentable. The doctor had given his verdict, 
and passed on to less useless ministrations. We too, Ninon 
and I, were alone with our dying. 

For hours the girl had not stirred from the comer 
where she knelt ; from the stool, over which her arms were 
flung in an agony of supplication that would not realize its 
hopelessness. For hours I had sat watching, with the frost 
of utter despair slowly benumbing my brain. And all the 
time the wind of death was rising and whining and creaking 
in these ruined tenements. 

Suddenly it seemed to catch and stop. 

" Ninon I ** I whispered, in a terrible voice. 

She rose with a shuddering gasp, and throwing herself 
by the dying boy, seized and tried to warm one of his hands 
against her bosom. 

^' Louis I ** she cried, in heart-breaking tones : *' Loois ! *' 

The checked stream flowed on a moment. He was 
moaning, whispering to the shadows : — 
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" A baa Capet ! I cry it, I cry it I Don*t you hear 
me ? Maman, Maman, they will not let me come to yoa I 
Look, I am very obedient. That is a fine song, only the 
brandy chokes me. OA, par piiii, monsi&ur — don't, don't I 
Yon are breaking my bones. Oh, Maman, Maman I Gome 
to me I " 

She rocked, she wept in agony, she put a frenzied hand 
to his month. 

''My king, my darling I" she whispered. ''You are 
safe; you are with Ninon; look up and know me I I 
never changed to you, though I seemed cruel ; and my heart 
was breaking all the time. Louis, you will not go, and 
leave poor Ninon to think herself unf orgiven ! " 

The frantic entreaty of her voice would have drawn an 
answer from the grave. The boy seemed to listen — to 
compel his exhausted senses to a last response. His awful 
wandering gaze fixed itself on her face, at first in doubt, 
then to a little ineffable smile of happiness. 

"Ninon!" All the love and trust she most desired 
were in the faint sound. She knelt by him, weeping 
silently now, and put an arm about his neck. 

"J am very sleepy, Ninon. Good night I " 

The wind fell into a single strain. I know not how 
long the quiet lasted. The anguish of the hospital 
moaned inarticulate through the keyhole of the door. 
Of a sudden clear and solitary a bugle sounded in the 
streets. 

In the same instant the madman was sitting up on his 
pallet, his face an ashy blot in the gloom, an unearthly 
vision in his eyes — a %ht as it were, glistening into their ^ 
intense gaze from a rent in a curtain. 

" Brother Coward I " he cried out loud. " Are you 
better ? Wait while I come too ; I am very sick. Look ; 
I have only to throw this off I " 

Something, I swear, seemed to fall from him — a shadow, 
as it might have been a doak. I thought my brain had 
darkened, or my eyes, or the light. But with the thought 

z 
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I saw him lying back, beast no longer, the strangest white 
thing, washed clean and wmng ont. 

Still, however, the shadow lay hnddled where it was 
fallen at my feet. And all at once a desolate cry came from 
it : ^' Lotus^ LotUsy mon rail Que devkndraife? Ninon^ la 
catmrads toiijours fideh! 0, snch a long good ni^tl 
And I drop behind and am lost I " 

The door opened, and the doctor looked in. 

<< Eh I ** he whispered, in a tone of conuniseration ; and 
tiptoed to the bedside. 

^* Dear, dear I *' he exclaimed. ^^ The heart I It is an 
nnacconntable sympathetic organ. And they have passed 
together — in a ^ngle breath, one might say. Well, well ! 
yon hod better indnce yonr friend to take some rest, 
monsienr. He can do no more. It is over.** 

A terrible little langh intermpted hint It came from 
Ninon's lips. She looked np at me with insane eyes. 

'<He loved me best!** she cried. *^He was not won 
from me, though yon believed it ! Well, yon have done 
your part, and killed him ; and now yon are free to take the 
news to yonr fine lady." 

'' Lies, lies ! ** she shrieked. '' It is aU a lie but tiiis I *' 
And with the words she turned, and threw herself upon 
his body, and lay moaning. 

• ' • • • • • 

They would not leave us our dead. In those days the 
rubbish of life must be swept quickly aside, lest the com- 
plaint of mortality should become epidemic, and the army 
be defrauded. They would not even let us follow it. The 
strange sergeant, our captor, had not been near ns again, 
and we were nominally prisoners of war. 

The bearing party and the governor entered with dawn. 
The latter touched me on the arm. 

''Together?*' he murmured, pointing to the bodies 
lying side by side. 

I did not answer for a minute. 

" Yes," I said. " God, monsieur, will understand why." 
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'^ Precisely,** he anawered. ^^It was an affair of the 
heart, I hear. But your companion, monsieur ? " 

I leaned, and shook Ninon gently by the shoulder. 
She started up, a tearless, haggard ghost. I thought we 
should have a terrible scene ; but, to my relief, she went, 
after a moment, very quietly, and sat herself down in a 
corner, her face averted from us all. 

They were as considerate as rough soldiers might be 
under the circumstances. They rolled the bodies in a single 
sheet and carried them away together. The door clanged 
upon us. The tragedy was played out, and the curtain 
fallen. 

My comrade sat like a stone. I went up and down in 
the narrow room in an agitation beyond words. She took 
no heed of me ; never moved or uttered a sound. So an 
hour or more passed ; till the nervous anguish of the 
situation became intolerable. I stopped abruptly beside 
her. 

^' Well," I said, in a voice harsh under the strain, ^* it 
is the end, is it not? And what now? Is it to be a 
convent for you, or your father, or what ? " 

She made no answer. 

" You say I killed him," I went on hoarsely. " You say 
I tried to win his love to myself from you. Is it possible 
to reconcile such charges ? But you lied, and you know it, 
and may God forgive you for the lie." 

She faced round on me in an instant. A sort of raging 
misery burned in her eyes. 

'' Did you ever believe him to be the king ? " she cried. 
'^ If you say you did, you lie, and you know it, and may God 
forgive you for the lie I " 

*^ Believe I" I began, and stopped, and stared at her, 
amazed. ^^What did my belief matter," I went on 
fiercely in a moment, '^ so long as I acted as if I had it ? " 

'^ Because, then, you acted a lie I " she whispered, press- 
ing to hold down with her hand the storming passion of her 
bosom. "And still what does that matter, you will say. 
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It is SO a thing of course with yoa great gentlemen, I 
suppose, to smile when it suits you, and forget when it 
suits you, and play a part always.'* 

I strove vainly for self-control. Bage blinded my under- 
standing. 

" Now, by God I " I broke in furiously, " I will stand 
no more. Ton may sneer at my name ; you shall not 
twit me with hypocrisy — you^ you baggage of sanctity, 
with your lovcHBongs murmured out of your convent's hear- 
ing, and your modesty strutting under a cock's feather, 
and your saddle-confidences with a sergeant of cuirassiers I 
You ! " 

I checked myself in mid-torrent, and stood gasping 
and staring. What words beyond recall was I speaking ! 
The girl had shrunk back into a corner, her eyes dilated, a 
look of terror, of wcmder on her face. 

And at that instant a voice made itself heard outside, 
the key grated in the lock, and Baland himself entered and 
halted on the threshold. 

He did not move for a moment, but stood looking from 
one to the other of us ; and suddenly I saw a smile light his 
lips like a sun-gleam in mist. Then he came forward, and 
put a quiet hand on my arm. 

'*It was predestined," he said. ''I saw it written on 
his forehead. The old faiths must pass, monsieur, and the 
sickness and the sorrow. For him, it is peace ; for you — 
come then I " 

He turned and went out, and I followed him, half- 
stupified, along haunted corridors, down sunlit staiis, into 
a little bureau, where an officer sat writing at a table. This 
gentleman wore the uniform of my guide, only after a 
costlier, more glittering pattern. He threw down his pen 
in a moment, sprinkled pounce over the signature he had 
been affixing to some document, blew the paper free of dust, 
and raised and held it out to me. 

^' I have the honour and the gratification to present this 
to monsieur," he said. 
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I took it, dnmbfonndered, from his hand. I saw a 
dark, eagle, fanatic face looking cnrioosly into mine. 

" It is ? " I began amazedly, and stopped. 

'' It is a safe-conduct, for monsieur and his friend, to 
the English lines. There is to be some exchange of 
prisoners under a flag of truce. Monsieur can start with 
the convoy, if he will, this afternoon.*^ 

I took a long breath. • 

<< Monsieur — this '' I began agam, and again 

stopped. 

''It is in order, I believe,'* said he, with a smile. 
" Will you not do me the favour to examine it ? " 

I obeyed, struggling to focus my wits on the words that 
swam beneath me. 

" Passe^rt d Vetranger^^'' said the paper. " Au mm de 
Napoleon I*' Empereur des Francis.''* It was all quite 
regular, addressed it torn offickrs civUs et militaires^ who 
were commanded h laisser passer librementy Monsieur Allan 
Lo'iSf enseigne d^armke Anglaise^ and so on ; and the signature 
at the foot was Michel Ney^ Marichal de France. 

I gasped, and looked up. 

" You are General Ney ? " I said faintly. 

The officer laughed. 

'' Oh^ monsieur ! Quoi encore / I am not so fortunate 
indeed. I appear only in the counter-signature, which you 
will find below the other : ' Amaud BcUandy Colonel des 
Chasseurs.^ " 

'' Baland I '* I exclaimed in astonishment : " Baland I '' 

I thought my senses were leaving me again. I turned 
and stared in bewilderment. Tes, there at the door stood 
the first Baland, erect, silent, inscrutable. I faced back to 
the other with a sigh. 

'' Well, monsieur,*' I said resignedly, *' it is doubtless a 
coincidence ; and I am to understand I owe this kindness 
to ?" 

''Exactly,** he said, with an amused look. "To the 
recommendation of my brother yonder.** 
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" Tour brother I " I cried, and stopped. Where, after 
all, was the paradox, in these days of militaiy 8ociali8m» to 
find a colonel and a sergeant brothers in one regiment ? 

" Ah, monsieur I " I said. ** Pardon me, I did not 
understand. I do not altogether understand now — howt 
for instance, these written particulars of my name* 
and " 

" Enfin^^^ he interrupted me ; " they were supplied by 
your comrade." 

" Unconditionally ? " 

'* Unconditionally.** 

" What, then, have I done to merit it ? " 

He rose to his feet, and made me a little courtly salu- 
tation. 

" You have done us a service, sir.** 

I echoed the word in bewilderment. He came to me 
very stately, and stopped before. 

** Do me the favour, monsieur, to examine this.** 

He had a miniature, set in diamonds, hanging by a blue 
ribbon at his neck. He held it up a little for my inspection. 
Full of wonder, I bent to look. It showed, in the most 
exquisite small enamel, a painting of a naked €k)d, his head 
coruscating like the sun, each ray the stem of a tiny bursting 
flower over which a bee hovered. With one hand he helped 
a halfHSubmerged man from a mire. His foot was set on a 
cross that flamed among human bones. Underneath was 
writ the legend : " Reason Bedeemeth Man.^'^ 

I raised my eyes to find the stranger's fixed sombrely on 
mine. 

" Do you interpret it ? " he said. 

''At least I read this figure for Napoleon's,** I 
answered. 

He drew back with a little bow. 

''For the symbol of Beason, monsieur, who treads 
under Faith the ignis faiuusy the Shibboleth of the old 
bigotry, of which you have helped to quench a wuidering 
spark." 
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" /, monsienr I *' 

Bat, in the very expression of my amazement, the truth 
flashed into and overwhelmed me. My mission was knotvfh 
and /, inasmuch as I had run it^ Uterally^ to deaths was 
become a persona grata to the Empire. What did it matter 
how, or how innocently, or with what self-doubtings I had 
played my part ? I had helped to quench an ignis fatuus^ 
to resolve a difficulty, and France was grateful to me. 

For a moment I felt quite stunned. Then I lifted my 
head and faced the fanatic, and he knew, I could see, that 
I understood. 

*' Monsieur,'* I said, ^' I think God has been merciful 
to him and me." 

A minute we stood regarding one another, his dark, 
intent eyes fixed curiously, searchingly on mine. Then, 
without another word between us, he waved his hand to the 
door, and I turned and left him. 

I went as in a dream. To find Ninon — to find and 
accost her with a single question, that was my wish. I took 
no heed of Sergeant Baland, who had silently accompanied 
me into the passage. I went straight up the ghostly stairs, 
straight back to the room where I had left her. 

She was gone from it. I came out, and went hither 
and thither, searching, at first quietly, the whole story 
length and breadth. Sounds of laughter or suffering came 
to me from behind closed doors, but never a note of the 
voice I sought. My footsteps grew more hurried. A 
strange excitement seized me — an agitation which rose by 
leaps and bounds to a terror quite uncontrollable. I was 
panting like a dog when I came down into the hall again, 
and found that same Sergeant Balland awaiting, mute and 
motionless, my return. I seized him by the arm, wrought 
beyond reason. 

''My Ood I" I said, ''she is not there! What has 
become of her ? " 

He looked an instant into my eyes. 

" Hush I " he whispered. " What are you saying ? " 
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What, indeed ? I had not noticed in my distraction. 

Suddenly a smile, half sadness, half hnmoor, illnminated 
his whole face. 

^* It is well,*' he said. ** A greater truth than the other 
is confessed. Gome, I believe I can lead yon to Aim.** 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The Hospital of St. Ildefonso stood within a pistol-shot 
of the west walls, towards one of the gates in which my 
conductor, making for the open plains beyond, turned. 
It had been no more than a ten minutes' walk, if the fierce 
business of the streets had not somewhat retarded us. My 
mind was too feverishly preoccupied to take by the way 
much thought of its environments. It gathered, generally, 
an impression of staring white walls, and purple shadows, 
and Moorish arabesques mistly b^emming glooms ; of 
patches of blue sky, and blue-green trees closing long 
bazaars of mingled glow and sadness ; of a very ancient, 
very Spanish town, in short, mellow with the sort of dusk 
iridescence one sees in burnt potteiy. Only the seethe and 
clash of human energy beneath seemed to jar the hot colours 
from their basking hold on the centuries. I felt as if look- 
ing on stupidly at the dismantling of an operatic mtse^Tt" 
sckne. The furious strife of the streets, the constant 
precipitation from doors and windows into their multi- 
coloured channels of tributary streams of carpets, dyed 
stuffs, gold-framed pictures and so forth, read surely nothing 
but a theatrical perversion of the real indolent life of these 
people. But the theatre, alas I was the theatre of war, 
and the company that played in it a troupe of licensed 
bandits. Here, in short, was the characteristic French 
Vandalism, engaged in seizing its levy of art-treasures for 
the Parisian Minotaur. 

At the time, however, the significance of all the crush 
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and aproar was nothing but personal to me. I drove on, 
desperate only in the fear that Baland would be led to ran 
counter to the trail he pursued. I need not have disturbed 
myself. He went by a surer instinct than I guessed at or 
could have understood. Once only he stopped to speak a 
word to a couple of soldiers whom he met near the gate. 
He turned to me then with an odd look of triumph on his 
face. '' Oourage I " he cried. ''It is as it should be ! ** 
And on we humed again. It was not till we had left these 
men well behind that I suddenly recalled them for the 
bearers of the earlier morning. Then indeed, 1 think, a 
glimmer of enlightenment came to me. 

Passing through the gateway, it was as if we had closed 
a window on a storm. The tumult was shut back, left 
behind us at a step. Before, low in the plain, stretched a 
silent desolation— a waste of broken rock and sand, patched 
with the cistus shrub. Here and there a wandering figure 
might be seen as if crawling on its surfaoe ; but for the 
rest it was the undisputed country of the dead. Baland 
led me a little way down the slope, and entering amidst a 
huddle of low mounds, turned to the north. In a minute 
we came out into a sort of sunk field, crossed with long 
serried ridges, the allotments of the slain. Here and there 
was a head-board, a rude cross, some brief memorial to 
a chosen comrade ; but, for the most part, the dead lay 
unrecorded, keeping their hidden ranks in patient expec- 
tation of the last roU-call. Some sappers, half a dozen or so, 
were at work in one plaoe ezcayating a fresh trench ; but, 
with the exception of these, not a living soul was visible. 

We halted. ^^ Allans^ courage I ^^ murmured my com- 
panion, but in a tone as if to convince himself rather than 
me. It was evident he was baffled for the moment, and 
my heart sank, seeing it. 

'* Wait for me I " he said, then ; and strode off alone 
to the diggers. I saw him accost them, saw them pause 
in their work, and one, after a little, point westwards over 
the mounds. Baland hastened back to me. 
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'* He came,'^ he said, ^' not half an hour back, and asked 
where they were laid. They could not tell him — is it 
wonderful ? — they had planted a whole row before breakfast. 
Well, he lingered a while, and presently moved yonder and 
disappeared.** 

I seized his arm. '^ Come, let us hurry I " I cried. 
** He cannot have gone far I " 

He had not, indeed. Suddenly a very groan of relief 
broke from my chest to see him seated before us in a 
hollow. 

'^ Ninon I'* I cried, careless of dissembling longer, in 
a great voice of thankfulness. Then the reaction to pride, 
to the consciousness of self -injury, took me at a blow, and 
I stopped. 

She had started to her feet, as pale as death. Baland 
went forward, a smile on his lips. He lifted her passive 
hand, and conned her face curiously. 

" Why did you give us the slip, mamiB?^^ 

I set my teeth, and stood motionless. Ninon answered 
nothing. 

'^It was foolish so to complicate matters,*' said the 
sergeant ; " and you owed me at least more consideration. 
Ton should not take credit for one sentiment by abusing 
another." 

''I abuse nothing,** she muttered. ''I take no credit 
for my broken heart,'* 

*' Broken, broken, madam ? " said the soldier, remorse- 
lessly. " Ah, but believe me there are splints for such I *' 

" They will not even tell me where he lies.*' 

'*In Abraham's bosom, child. Would a tombstone 
ensure him a higher place in Heaven ? For the rest, better 
a living ass, I tell yon, than a dead lion." 

Ninon tore her hand away, and broke from him. He 
persisted, whispering into her ear over her shoulder words 
that I could not catch. Then he retreated a Uttle, banter- 
ing her all the time, and made as if to go. And at that, 
in a breath, she had turned npon him and thrown her arms 
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roand his neck, and kissed his lips, and pnshed him from 
her. He came past me, langhing and warbling a little 
song in his damned falsetto. 

^' I have been a good friend to you both, monsieur,^* he 
said ; '^ bnt I cannot expect yon, at least, to acknowledge 
it as yet." 

I held myself like a ramrod. I did not dare to stir. 

^^ It is all one to me," I said, through my teeth. ^^ I 
wish you joy." 

" And I— you." 

He saluted, broke into a final laugh, and went off, 
waking the live air with his song. As his voioe died away 
in the distance, I felt my passion blaze beyond control, 
fought vainly to master it, and leapt and caught the girl 
by the wrist. 

" Shameless ! " I shrieked. " Before my very face ! " 

To my surprise, she made no resistance. Her cheeks 
were ashy white, her lips trembled ; but the look in her 
eyes was not fear, unless, indeed, it were the very ecstasy 
of it. 

" Don't hurt me," she whispered. " I will do anything 
you bid me ! " 

« Traitor I " 

" Ah, yes ! I told him everything. I confess it." 

" Wanton ! " 

" Ah, no ! Not that." 

I flung her from me, bruising her soft hand, and turned 
away. To my astonishment she followed me like a dog, 
refusing to be repulsed. 

"God forgive you I" I said, and, quite broken, sat 
down on a stone and buried my face in my hands. I felt 
her then at my feet, kneeling, offering herself to me with 
a caressing entreaty. The touch of her, the softness, the 
implication of some unendurable emotion, overcame while 
they maddened me. 

" Do you hate me for that— ihat good-bye ? " she prayed. 
" Ton do not know what I — ^what we owe to him." 
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^ I know for myself,** I groaned. ^' He has opened my 
eyes, and may the devil reqnite him ! " 

Her fingers stiffened on my arm. 

*^ And he has opened mine, and I conld die for him ! " 

I strove to pnsh her away. She would not be put off. 

**Ah, be violent," she said, ^'and I will thank you, 
closer, closer, with my heart." 

Better the living ass ! I sat without a word ; but surely 
through my cloudy understanding was glimmering a first 
poignant dawn. And then, all at once, a little song was 
murmuring from her lips, a little breath blown strangely 
and sweetly from the old Provence across the years. 

** Tu iera$ roi, tu $eraM capUainey 
Portant Vhabit dor€ 
Et V0p€i au edfr, 
M par/ait en beauU— ** 

Her voice faltered, and she hid her face in her hands. 

" Tu seras aimi des belles^'* I finished for her, as if 
compelled, and sat staring. 

She spoke on softly, as if we were again children 
together exchanging desultory confidences among the warm 
bents of Aries. 

" Why were you so angry. Monsieur Bobin, that I kissed 
the soldier ? He was only a woman like myself. And ye^ 
I loved you for being angry — 0, 1 loved you for giving 
me the chance to confess I loved you without fear of 
rebuke. Am I not all to you again as I once was ? You 
will not say no, and kill me. You will not say I have 
misread the sign I My Lord Bobin, the whole of Ninon 
is yours, as always, for the asking I " 

Her voice was caressing as a dove's. The mellow 
murmur of it seemed to drug me. I found my wits in one 
mad exclamation. I rose to my feet, and she fell before 
them, kneeling to me with clasped hands. I had no one 
thought to question her recognition of me. Our hearts 
had long ago compromised that matter in a mutual conspiracy 
of silence. I was absorbed in a more amazing revelation. 
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** He is a woman ? " I muttered. 

" Yes," she said. 

" How long have yon known it ? *' 

*^From the first mcHnent she looked at me, and 
recognized me for one." 

I gave a broken langh. 

*^Well, it surpasses man's understanding. And what 
did you tell him — ^her ? ** 

" The truth." 

" About him yonder ? " 

" Ah, my heart, yes I " 

" You dared ? " 

'^ I dared, indeed ; and I was justified." 

"Butif he had lived?" 

" She pitied us. She would have found a way." 

I was silent a moment. 

^' And what else did you tell her ? " I said then. 

*' Nothing." 

" Yet, I believe, she did not think so." 

" Think what ? " 

''That you told her, consciously or unconsciously, 
nothing more." 

** That is her affair." 

Again a little silence intervened. 

" Ninon, " I said presently, " I was jealous of him." 

She caught her breath ; seemed to listen a moment ; 
then said, in a voice but just loud enough to be articulate, 
'• Of whom ? " 

"Of Louis." 

'* Poor king I Poor boy I " she sighed tremblingly. 
" And I, alas, too I " 

" Ah ! Of him ? Because I came between you ? " 

''Because he came between you and your loving 
memories of me." 

" I know now he did not." 

" And I — 0, I, since the sergeant taught me ! " 

" Ninon, I love you." 
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" She threw her arms about my kneee, pressing her cheek 
to them, with a little happy sob of laughter. 

^' God I My heart I You said yon would come 
back to me— 4o yoa not remember — when the men carried 
yon away into the black night ? Bnt I was sick — sick — 
because I had told you I was wed to Mary. 0, the hope I 
lived my life to kill ! And now you have come, you have 
come, and I shall be woman at last through you I '' 

" Not woman, but nun." 

'' Nun I *' Her very heart seemed to stop. 

" Look at me and I will tell you. You were bound — 
to what? You are blood-guilty, treason-guilty, passion- 
guilty. What hope is there for you but to expiate your 
guilt in another and a more woeful House of Woe ? " 

She stared up at me in terror. 

" No hope — 0, no hope, unless you save me I " 

« How ? " 

*^ Take me ! Claim me I I give myself to you to do 
with as you will." 

I breathed a great sigh, and stretched my arms, as if in 
the very weariness of passion. 

*^ Well," I said. '* But have you no questions to ask 
me first?" 

" Not one." 

" Not if I have loved ah*eady ? " 

^' No ; so long as you will love me now." 

** Not why I come before you a seeming impostor ? " 

'' Ah 1 My faith in you does not date from yesterday I " 

*' How can I believe ! " I cried, prolonging the ecstasy. 
" Where is the pledge ? Ah, wretch I If you had only one 
lock of your beautiful hair left to give me for — a garter ! " 

She fell back, and thrusting her hand into her bosom, 
fetched out a knotted coil, and held it up to me. 

"Take it. It is all there." 

" All ? " 

" I only said they asked me. I did not give it them — 
no, not a thread of it." 
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I seized it from her ; kissed it ; thrnst it into my own 
breast. Then I sat down again on the stone, and put mj 
arms under her arms, and dragged her up to me. 

" My love, my love ! Never to part, never to mis- 
understand again ! Is your heart broken now ? 0, little 
nnn forsworn I Would I wrong you I Not for all the 
sweets of helL Ninon, do yon know who I am — the 
bankrupt, nameless thing? It is you must save your 
lover." 

Her eyes smiled through great tears. 

** Allans donc!^^ she murmured, borrowing from her 
sergeant. *' What is a name but an excuse for a tomb- 
stone ? I want no higher heaven than Abraham^s bosom — 
Mary Virgin forgive her apostate I " 

She stirred in my arms, holding closer. 

'* I cannot tell why or how ; only I know that your 
coming has released me. You called me hypocrite. It was 
not true. I would have died with the holy nuns ; I would 
have died gladly. You will believe it, will you not ? But 
sometimes — ^it is so dear to confess it to you I — another 
spirit possesses me. Is it wickedness? 0, the earth 
cannot smeU warm and kind for nothing! Yet often 
there was that in me used to grudge the Queen of Heaven 
the floweia I picked for her altar. They seemed madder, 
sweeter things before— unbled children of the earth. 
And I think — ^just now — ^when you, when you called me 
names — I was not hurt as I ought to have been ; ^ I can 

never be worthy of Mary again,' I only thought, and " 

She broke off, kissed me suddenly of her own will, and then 
sighed. 

'^ Well ; what is the wisdom to increase my offence I I 
have lost her ; is it not enough ? I would I were more to 
you. But, indeed, I am not so light a thing as I have 
appeared. Put your burden on me, and see." 

*' No," I cried ; ** I must carry it alone — the message 
to the great heart I am going home to break." 

'* Home, and alone I " she whispered desolately. ** Ah, 
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jou will forsake your poor peasant girl ; abandon her to 
the wrath of Heaven I Do I not know your prond blood 
and the claims on it? Bnt, indeed, if I seemed pre- 
somptnons, I asked no pledge of yon, none, bnt that yon 
wonM love me.*' 

" And I have said it. And is not that to say I love 
honour ? Know yourself, wise virgin, and know me. I do 
not think it is to acquire loveliness to deface it. Child, 
never so wrong me again. It is for your own sake I will 
not take you. Have we not found our Paradise, Ninon — 
have we not ? Ah, my sweet I keep it green and watered 
against my return ; and the thought and the promise of it 
will hold me steadfast by this last uncertain way I have to 
take. Now we will go to thy father, pleading our sins of 
love against our sins of failure. He shall find a son where 
he has lost a king, and he shall be comforted to hold you, 
my sweet, love's hostage. Then soon I shall return, and 
claim and enter my little mansion by the sea." 

****** 

So Ninon came back to me, sitting amid the ruins of 
our past. What had made her return, through the novice, 
through the earlier divote^ to that child thing, that thing 
of Promethean clay, of mingled earth and spirit, which I 
had first loved ? God and Nature must decide. It is their 
law, I believe, that a falling body shall retraverse every 
point it has passed tiirough in its ascension. From the 
clouds she was down amongst the flowers of Aries again — 
that was all it mattered to me to know, — ^was the Ninon of 
my memory, of my ancient attachment ; never, I believed 
now, really parted from me. 

For an hour we sat there in the forsaken hollow, as 
private as pretty fools might wish. It was all brought to 
a focus at last, the inexplicable chaos in my soul. My 
bewildered footsteps had stumbled again unconsciously into 
the old wild flowery track from which they had strayed so 
far and for so long. Death could not have brought us 
nearer the truth. Yet, had I recognized it until my feet 

Y 
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were actnally treading out its sweets? I do not know. 
Let my women critics decide. 

Now, though I ached with love of the feast given over 
to me ; though I was not guiltless, I fear, of some secret 
exultation in having stolen this fruit from heaven, I was 
eager only at first to have a grace called to it. XTnf or- 
bearing Love is a bastard ; but every man can take Honour 
for his arms. To respect innocence, however surrendered 
to one, is the true knightly distinction. Any, the meanest, 
liar can abuse it. 

The hour passed in mutual confessions, and shames, and 
condonements that shall be sacred. All too soon we must 
return to the world and to the practical business which faced 
ns. But first, hand in hand we moved into the field of the 
dead, set on one last effort to find the place of our own. 

It was deserted of all but a single sapper. He sat on 
a furrow smoking, the stump of a black pipe stuck into 
his cheek. I accosted him. He pointed vigorously to his 
mouth and ears. The man was d^ and dumb. Truly it 
was an era of revolutions, when the unsezed and the mute 
could be used to propagate the cause of reason I 

A little while we lingered, in vain search of some trace 
or token of our foundered dead. It was useless. Time 
pressed, and we must return to the city. He had gone 
down under the yellow sand of Plasencia ; but where, only 
the last call should reveal. Clinging somewhere together 
in their shame and unfruition, the king and the coward 
hid from sight, and a deaf-mute sat above to guard their 
secret. 

It is kept to this day. 
• ••»•• 

My tale, in all but its dark consummation, is told. 
Would I might end it here ; but that is impossible. To 
myself, to my honour, and to my love that is both, I owe 
the final vindication. Let me hasten, in a few necessary 
words of explanation, to bridge the gap between. 

That afternoon we were started on our long return 
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journey to the Portuguese frontier. For every reason of 
safety and policy, Ninon still travelled with me as my 
servant Pablo. I had had a word to speak with Sergeant 
Baland before we set out; but he was nowhere to be 
discovered. From that day to this I have not seen or 
heard of him ; never found the opportunity to press his 
hand, and look deep in his eyes, and whisper into his ear : 
'' Friend of the friendless, be the perfect union of the 
sexes revealed in thee I *' 

We were, in all, from Plasencia to Lisbon, seven days 
and nights upon the road. At Moraleja we fell in with 
a regiment of Portuguese Oajadores, and were by them 
conducted to Lord Beresford's head-quarters, where some 
question of exchanges was to be negotiated. Not till that 
moment had I realized, I think, my anomalous position as 
a commissioned English officer. When I did, desperation 
drove me to a quick decision. I sought and obtained a 
private interview with the commander, and confided to 
him the whole of the truth. He was a stolid-faced, full- 
bodied man, with an expressionless eye (Uterally, for he had 
but one), a bald forehead, and ears of hair erect on either 
side of it : not unlike a homed owl ; not unlike, too, his 
Royal Highness the Duke of Kent — a figure, in short, that 
one would scarcely have accredited with a susceptibility to 
the picturesque. But romance dwells in strange places, 
and often least in the most ethereal tenements. He heard 
me, and was strangely moved and interested. He had 
known General Prince. Perhaps some shadowy reports of 
this legend of an abducted royal heir had reached him. 
In any case he discharged his debt to my confidence by 
sending me on to Lisbon with a certificate of invalidism in 
my pocket. Heaven give him soft lying ! 

We took mule to Abrantes — close comrades, I assure 
you, now we were committed to one another for sole 
company — ^and thence by boat to Lisbon. What were our 
emotions upon reaching this period in our wanderings 
may be better conceived than described. For here the 
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conflnence of onr loves, was in right, the rapture and the 
reward across whose shining flood the shadow of a coming 
separation cast no chill which the present, in its gloiy and 
content, conld not afford to despise. For when did love 
ever tolerate a moral, or believe in a future outrageous 
enough to overcloud it ? 

I will pass over the amazement, the grief, the joy, with 
which we were received by Cham Broussier. The winds were 
up ; the sails swelling ; I must leave a living love to fulfil 
my trust to another whose claims upon me were no less 
insistent because they were deeply tragic ** Heaven give 
her strength to bear thy message I *' wept my wife. 

I kissed her long and lingeringly, as I might have 
kissed the dead. Ood pity us I It was by glooms of death 
I must travel to find my sweet Eurydice again. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A SHADOW falls about me as I sit do¥m to pen these last 
pages of my narrative. Long approaching, long foreseen, 
I find its essence yet so formidable, that not all the 
reassurances of love and reason can keep my spirit from 
faltering, my hand from growing chill. Like a priest 
minuting at night, for Truth's sake, the confession of some 
awful criminal whom the day has sent to his account, I feel 
the dead at my elbow ; I dare not look behind me ; I write 
on, grey and rigid, while my soul cries out on the anguish 
of the task which this fate of serving Truth has imposed 
upon it. And all the time Truth and this shadow are one. 
I feel it, I recognize it, in the inexorable hand pointing 
down ; in the dead voice dictating ; in the merciless self- 
accusation which holds me by the thrall of love to be its 
clironicler. Oh, mother, fallen goddess, so to claim me in 
the end I 

Out of the dark, into the dark again. As I began, so 
must I finish— I know it — in darkness; must feel once 
more the rapture of my life's achievement, that sunny 
interval of love, fade hour by hour behind me as the ship 
speeds on towards England ; must feel again the hell of 
conscious failure close about me ; must feel the past an 
illusion, the present an incoherent illness, the future alone 
an over-towering reality. 

It was that sombre prospect which, ever looming and 
augmenting before me, grew gradually to dominate the 
whole field of my vision, untU the latter months, with all 
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their colour and fullness, were become as mere shreds of 
prismatic cloud above a lost horizon. The deep doubt in 
my spirit peopled its glooms with endless shapes of menace, 
all summoning me to account for my stewardship, all calling 
me to the bar, at which in a few days I should have to 
answer : And how ? That I had repaid an incomparable 
trust with some scepticism, some contempt towuids its 
object ; with a passion predominating over duty ; with an 
unrecorded grave ; finally, with a peasant wife where had 
been asked a king ? How eke, in truth ? — or in half- 
truth, at least ? There, indeed, was the rub. It is half- 
trutlis that are the unpronounceable intervals, the demi- 
semi-tones, of speech. And so, feeling this, that no spoken 
word of mine would ever sufiSce to palliate such facts, I 
locked myself in with desperation, as the voyage neared its 
end, and strove to express on paper something of the 
emotions which alone could redeem from darkness the tale 
I had to tell. 

Hiding, extenuating nothing, stopping short only of the 
last confession, I gave my mother, in brief, the whole 
history of my conduct of the trust committed to me ; of 
its hopes, its despairs, its barren tragedies; of its every 
step and incident during the eight long months I had been 
separated from her. I made no secret, even, of my doubts 
and disillusiomneuts. I bared my heart to her. In all but 
that one matter I cried to her for absolution — or at least 
understanding. And I ended with the nameless grave. 

Was this, after all, so great a moral cowardice ? There 
was at least no power in my little rushlight of love- 
triumphant to lighten to her the glooms of a great disaster. 
What was my own selfish achievement to set against that 
loss? 

So I told myself, and so, writing no further, com- 
promised with the very half-truth I had set out to conquer. 
For the truth was shame — shame for myself, in her eyes, so 
confessed a ligUt-of-love : and yet not the whole truth 
either. I feared her pride and my endurance of it. For 
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was I not wedded, impnlBivey nnliceiised, to a vassal of the 
ancient name she had given to me ? 

Ont of the dark, into the dark And, as I folded and 
sealed my unfinished confession, the shadow of death came 
all about our ship with the dropping of her anchor in 
Southampton roads. 

• ••«•• 

It was a melancholy afternoon in October when I was 
pulled up the long estuary to Hythe, whence I had resolved 
to despatch my letter to Loiscourt, and there await an 
answer to it. My first tension of feeling was relaxed, and 
reassured was the inevitable emotion of the exile returned 
to he knows not what changes, what calls upon his en- 
durance, what distorted aspects of a familiar life. My 
mother was well, and living in retirement at the old house. 
I had learned this from my boatmen ; and more : that she 
was always at home now ; had, for months indeed, held 
herself withdrawn and unapproachable, while she dwelt in 
expectation of news reaching her of her son, the baronet, 
who was long abroad in Spain with the army of Lord 
Wellington. For the instant, hearing this, I had held my 
breath startled; untU I bethought myself how the farce 
was not yet played out, and how I must still guard against 
compromising the situation for Allan until my trust was 
finally yielded. 

Of him I did not dare to inquire. Shame there, too, 
silenced me. I could not think of a certain condition 
imposed upon him, without thinking of my own apostacy 
from the sentiment which had dictated it. Most fervently I 
wished to hear that he was married. Yet I might not ask 
— could not, indeed, without risking some betrayal of my 
mother's confidence. A long interval had elapsed. It 
might have been fruitful in mutiny, forswearing, exile — 
anything or nothing ; I could not tell. He was to have 
come of age during my absence ; and how had that 
difficulty been met ? It were idle to speculate ; vain, even, 
to consider the presence of a shadow, thin and undefined. 
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which had always a little haoiited me since, in Lisbon, the 
Hampshire officer had retailed to me that vagne report of 
his illness. I should know the whole that was to be known 
in a few hoars. 

The tide was full, so that travelling well in shore, no 
glimpse of the house, or even of the place of it, was 
possible to us. Only the little familiar bay and jetty, as we 
went by them, made my heart thump and a thickness come 
in my throat with the thought of their contiguity to the 
home I had so loved. What had not passed since I was 
first landed there, a weeping little waif from the FoUt/ 
Baring 7 An odd emotion stirred in me. The vision of 
M. Nagle and of my brother making common cause 
against the stranger ; the vision of myself suddenly over- 
whelmed, and crying to the dim city across the water, came 
upon me, irresistibly loosening my hold on the present. 
Was it always to be so ; always to be my doom to walk 
amidst unrealities ? My love herself seemed only a sweet, 
long-distanced figure in a dream. I looked across the 
dulling estuary. There, a very phantom of memory, lay 
the shadowy town, the land I had cried and sobbed to, 
thinking it Provence. It was all an illusion ; identity a 
myth ; the world a wandering cloud, lit fitfully from the 
open furnace-doors of the spheres it floated by. Dreams, 
dreams ; and love the most unreal of all I 

I shivered, and wrapped my cloak faster about me. 
Death seemed on the water and in the air. Livid under a 
low-drooped ashen sky, the channel drove itself like a steel 
wedge into the horizon. Swarms of yeUow leaves floated 
drowned under the shore. Now and then a Uttle soft snarl 
of wind would worry the water and pass. But for the 
most there was a rotting stillness ; a smell of earth even 
through the salt ; a sense of great silence, and oppression, 
and an expectancy that borrowed nothing of hope. I 
stooped instinctively, as if under some viewless yoke, as I 
stepped ashore on Hythe hard. 

There was a little inn, the Black Prince, close down by 



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 329 

the beach, and here I established myself in a private room, 
while I despatched a messenger with mj letter to the house 
three miles distant. I had no fear of recognition, no thought 
bat to keep my own counsel to the finish. It was already 
falling dark when the man set out, and during the hours 
which must elapse, or, at least, which likely would, before 
his return, I was at liberty to possess my soul in secrecy. 

But not, Ood knows, in patience. The step ooce made 
irretrievable, I was racked with a hundred doubts and 
scruples. Now I was actually with my hand on the bell- 
rope, furious to order horse to pursue and recall my own 
messenger ; now I was fallen back, biting my nails, in irre- 
solution ; now striding up and down the room in an 
agitation that grew with every minute of delay. That she 
would despise me for a shuffler and a coward ; answer me 
scornfully ; answer me not at all ; that I should have 
trusted to the occasion to plead my part with a verbal fire 
which no written words could kindle ; that I should have 
suppressed this, enlarged upon that, revealed all or nothing 
— such a contention of emotions raged in me, confounding 
reason. 

An hour, two hours, may have passed over me thus 
distraught, when the sound of a horse, or horses, coming 
down the road struck upon my ears. I stood rigid, listening. 
The clank neared, grew in volume, became a gallop, which 
ended at the inn door below, with a noise of voices and 
hard-drawn breathing commingled. And at that, all in an 
instant, I fell quite calm — self-possessed like a condemned 
criminal who hears at last the merciful hangman at his 
door. 

The landlord entered with a tiny fold of paper. I took 
it from him, broke the seal, and read, under the smoky 
light, the single word " Gome ! '* 

I went down without hurry, cold and deliberate. A 
mounted groom, a fellow unknown to me, sat holding a 
second horse, a lantern at his bolster. Within a minute I 
was up and riding into the darkness. The road was familiar 
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enoogh to me in all bat its atmoBphere. That, sure enongh, 
was strange to a degree — as strange as is the home air to a 
schoolboy returning into it from his first term. 

The man, I could not but observe, accompanied me with 
a deference almost obsequious. Once, to my fresh wonder- 
ment, he addressed me as Sir Allan. I responded with a 
manner of reserve and harshness which sent him to his place 
silent and cowed. This vain persistence in a deception, 
now the occasion for it was ended, shocked and troubled 
me. I foresaw a weary extrication from the net of politics 
in which my mother had chosen to confound herself and 
me. I had hoped to find the situation readjusted by her, 
to take up the stattis quo ante; and here, it seemed, was all 
yet to do. 

'^ Light ! Light I " I cried to myself as I drove on. 

At length we reached the gates of Loiscourt, and found 
them flung wide, as if in expectation of their lord. The 
sound of our coming had brought the lodge-keeper to his 
door, where he stood bowing in the flare of the link he 
carried. I rode by without a word, and so to the porch, 
where the same shine of welcome greeted me. The doors 
were open ; some servants — unfamiliar faces all — stood to 
receive me. 

'* Your mistress," I said hoarsely ; and a lackey, going 
before, flung open the door of the great dining-room, pro- 
nounced my name, and, withdrawing, turned the handle 
upon me. 

Tlie room was full of light ; the table glittered with 
flowers and crystal. I stood a moment dazed ; and then I 
saw her. 

She had risen from a chair by the fire, and her face was 
revealed to me, misted with candle-shine, through a frame 
of blood-red chrysanthemums. It was deadly white, and 
drawn a little ; and the eyes, set in dusk patches, sparkled 
like gems laid on velvet. She did not speak for a moment, 
and then she gave a little smile and sigh, and I saw her 
hold out her arms to me across the flowers. 
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'^ Bobin ! *' she whispered, with an infinite soft yearning 
in her voice. " Bobin I " 

I strangled a sob in my throat. I passed ronnd the 
head of the table, and fell at her feet. 

" Mother, mother ! Do yon f orgiye me ? Do yon 
welcome me ? '* 

She did not answer a word, bnt snnk on her knees 
before me, and in a moment we were clinging to one 
another — were clinging, Gk>d forgive me, in the last and 
utmost passion of love we were ever to exchange. The 
clock on the mantelpiece ticked off the seconds inexorably. 

" Yon have read it all," I muttered—" all ? " 

She held my face down to her bosom, fondling and 
hiding me. She was dressed like a queen in my honour, 
regal in black velvet and diamonds, and her own supernal 
beauty for crown. 

" Hush I *' she said. ^' Forget it. I think nothing but 
that I hold you to my heart once more. What are all the 
sons of St. Louis to this one son of my love and shame ! 
And he was a pretender — I will believe it for your sake. 
Ah, sweet ! through these weary months it is not the 
king's but your restoration I have prayed for. I cast my 
substance for a shadow, and ever since have maddened to 
recall the wild deed. Look, I have been ill ; but now I am 
quite well again — quite well since you have come back. 
Never now, not in one thought or act, will we hide from 
one another. Shall it not be so, dearest ? Hush I Lie 
there, and ask me — ask me what you will." 

" Mother, you spoke of shame." 

She gave a little moan, strangely mingled of joy and 
fear, and I felt her arms tighten convulsively about me. 

" Bury thy face lower I I also have my confession — too 
long delayed. 0, a more humiliating one — and to my 
knight that else were without stain I Bobin, the grave — the 
poor grave we went to visit in the rain I Do not look up — 
if he could see thee — 0, pardon, pardon, pardon I " 

She dropped away from me, her hands hugged to her 
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lips, her face bowed upon them, her whole figure fallen into 
a passionate dejection and grief. 

The silence of deep emotion held ns apart. M7 aonl 
was stricken by the natnre of the avowal, not bj its sab- 
stance, which, alas ! may have been for many years a fore- 
gone conclosion with me. Bnt that she should seek to pot 
me on better terms with myself by citing her own need of 
the greater forgiveness moved me so that my heart seemed 
to break into tears of blood. 

'' Mother,'* I said, ^* God knows we have need to love 
one another.'* 

She gave a great ciy, and flung herself down before me. 
And I would not lift her, bnt, as she lay there, asked her 
just for the merciful truth. 

And, prostrate at my knees, she spoke it, and it was 
this — ^not, as she breathed it out to me, the most proud, 
pitiful confession that mother could make to son, but as 
Justice, formal and callous, demands it of the racked. 

She had been the heiress of the old Chdteau in Provence, 
and, before she was of age, an orphan, and the ward of 
Monseigneur, her uncle, the cold fastidious Abb^ of my 
memory. Then once into her life had come two English- 
men, cousins, making the grand tour ; and the elder of 
these, who was Sir James Lois, asked Mademoiselle No^mi*s 
hand in marriage. But it was the younger, Bobin Lois, 
who in the mean time had stormed and captured her heart. 
He was a sort of chevalier (Thonneur to the otiier — easy, 
(Uhonnaire^ persuasive, but, I fear, a wastrel and unscrupu- 
lous ; and perhaps it is not to be wondered at that the 
guardian, relentless, contracted her to the man of gravity 
and substance. He, the latter, gave her a year to consider, 
and withdrew — a year, alas ! for the unhappy Nodmi of 
rigour and confinement, and of the last desperation. Who 
laughs at locksmiths ? The rejected lover had made but 
A feint of following his cousin. He retraced his footsteps, 
and — in the end I was the shame that fell to them. In the 
meanwhile the lovable, sweet-tongued betrayer had dis- 
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appeared, leaving no sign ; and Sir James, returning, 
declined, to the astonighment of all concerned, to repudiate 
his bond. It is true the De Beauffremont was an heiress, 
and he avaricious. I had been put out to nurse at the 
fann. The contract was completed, and the scandal laid. 
Lady Lout was carried, with her fortune, to England, where 
three years later she gave her husband an heir. 

Never, alas ! the heir of reconciliation. This man was 
of an envenomed, unforgiving temper. He had nursed 
his hate until he could secure from her this formal pledge 
of their union ; had bided his time, while conscious of all 
she was suffering, proud and silent, in the thought of her 
desertion by her betrayer; had waited, lusting, for the 
moment of reprisal. It came with the birth of Allan : and 
then he told her how, served by his spies during that year 
of her probation, he had — though even then in ignorance 
of the worst — decoyed liis cousin home from his philander- 
ing in Provence, and consigned him to a debtor's prison, 
where, lingering through a year or two, he had rotted 
and died. 

'' Remember, remember the poor prisoners ! " So, and 
there, my father had ended, and had been taken thence 
and been flung into the old rainy churchyard, whose tablet 
still lacked a monogram. My father — 0, the strange 
sadness of the name to me I 

There is little more to add. She was silent about the 
terrible relations to which this avowal must have given 
birth. But after her husband's death, which had happened 
sudden and unexpected, the hunger of her soul would not 
be denied ; and she had sent for me, her passion-child, 
the earnest of that most tragic bond, to be her own 
at last. Well, I came ; and that I was allowed to come 
was due to Monseigneur*8 being killed, and packed in ice 
as I conceived it ; for he had truly foreseen this move, and 
prepared measures to frustrate it, having no intention that 
the De BeaufFremont pride of name should be further 
imperilled. And, for the rest, M. Raton Nagle, the little 
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cnrrish vassal of that name, whom the great lady must 
humom* because of his local knowledge of her secret, had 
been set to fetch me, with what result to all of ns this 
history had witnessed. 

So the tale was told with many gasps and pauses ; and, 
haying spoken it, she crept to me, kneeling stunned and 
silent, and under the fallen shadow of her hair held out 
her hands, praying. 

" My son, so wronged and cheated ! Hear me a little 
more ! The black infamy which made you its most innocent, 
unhappy victim I 0, it shall be righted now, and his 
long sufferings avenged I Think of him, thy wretched, 
wretched father! He was heir-presumptive to the title 
and estates. If they had not come between us — if he, that 
villain, had died childless, as God had surely decreed he 
should, you would be heir to all Lo'iscourt. Bobin, before 
Ood I In His eyes that justify the truth, your father was 
my husband, and you are my lawful son, and the other is 
the bastard I " 

There was something come into her voice as she ended 
— some dominant ring of power or triumph — some note 
significant of a sudden fierce reaction from the mood of 
self-abasement which had held her hitherto. Hearing it, I 
got hurriedly to my feet, and stood back. The terror of 
a thought I could not shape or realize was foreshadowed 
in the face beneath me, in the beautiful worn face no longer 
hidden, but radiant with an impious, masterful light. 

" Mother," I cried hoarsely, " I don't know what you 
mean I I don't wish to I Where is my brother ? " 

She swayed towards me, fatal and sup^dicating ; and 
her lips moved, but no sound came from them. Her eyes 
seemed all pupil — ^great floating blots of night. Her 
jewelled hands toyed agitatedly with a little flask of smell- 
ing-waters (as I took them to be) which she had reached 
for dazedly from the table. 

** Where is my brother ? " I cried again. 

'* Listen,*' she said, 'Misten! only listen! What is, 
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is jnst ; and Ood has taken the issne npon Himself. I 
would have kept my promise to you ; but he would not." 

^" Would not?" I murmured — "would not? Who 
would not ? I ask you of my brother, and — and of Esther 
Van Roost." 

She sunk down again, even with a little wrenched 
smile on her lips. 

" And I answer," she said doggedly, " that he would not." 

" Mother I Before God, tell me what has become 
of her." 

"Of her?" she said. "Why, it is soon answered. 
She is the Baroness von Einzig, with full control of one, 
and the most respectable, of her husband's establishments." 

I pressed my hand to my forehead, staring down. And 
in a moment she was entreating me anew. 

" She consoled herself : she is not worthy of a thought. 
And he " 

" Yes, he—Allan ? " 

" Ton were no sooner gone, and he secure, as he thought, 
in his own again, than he repudiated his every promise — 
defied me — ^would have foresworn his oath and ruined us." 

" Where is he ? I ask you once more." 

" He is in safe keeping." 

" Once more — 0, woman — mother ! " 

" Bobin, Bobin, he is well cared for — can wish nothing 
which is not given him but the freedom to run abroad and 
harm us." 

" He 18 in a madhouse ? " 

" It is a home — I swear it I — as comfortable as his own 
— do not look at me so I — ^wanting no luxury " 

" But the last, of liberty. And he is not mad." 

" Ton must not say so ; you must not, you must not. 
I had my warrant, and the doctors to witness." 

" Did you tell them the truth ? " 

"I told them he called himself Sir Allan Lo'iis, when 
he was not." 

" When he was not ? " 
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" Had he not sworn to be you — to be Robin Loius — God 
forgive the slander I — till you returned ? ** 

'* Well, I am returned. Send for him, and we will give 
him back his own.'* 

iShe flung herself forward, with a cry, and clutched at 
me so that I could not move. 

^* Never I I will not ! To have staked my soul, and 
to lose it — for him, the base child of his father ! Think of 
your own, and the blood ciying to you for vengeance! 
Robin, Robin, no ! I ask notiiing of you but to be silent. 
This long absence — ^you cannot be known — ^the lawyers — 
all — are prepared to accept you. The whole burden of 
proof, the whole guilt, if such there is, I take upon myself. 
You are my son, I tell you, in Ood's eyes — ^my son and his, 
the rightful heir of Lo'iscourt I Ton only claim your own 
— name, riches, what proud wife yon will — ^no sbameleas 
wanton to " 

I tore her hands away from me, and sprung back, 
gasping with terror. 

" Be silent ! " I choked. " I will hear no more. Un- 
natural mother! Unnatural brother, if I were to answer 
to this madness ! But it is a madness : it must be — 0, 
God forgive you for so blasphemously using His name 
to it I" 

She had fallen back, breathing quickly from my repulse. 
The faintest wild smile was on her lips. A wreck of jewels 
was tangled in her fallen hair. 

" Mother ! " I cried in agony. " To find and lose you 
in a night ! How could you dream I would lend myself 
to this ? What gave you the right ? " 

Only my love," she answered desolately. 
0, say you did not mean it I That it is possible for 
you to withdraw I '* 

She shook her head. And at that, moved beyond 
self-eudurance, I sobbed out, like a man who feels the 
mortal bullet enter him, and flung forward my bands, 
denying her. 
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*' Understand, then, I will have no part in this. 60 
your own dark way without me. Perhaps, when you find 
yourself childless, you will repent and make restitution. 
It is with that hope I must leave you. I want no state, 
nor riches, nor a great wife ; but only truth and honour, 
which you would refuse me. I must go to find them else- 
where ; must go to one who will give me back my self- 
respect ; to one who, out of her own pure love and truth, 
will advise me in the weary difficult part you have laid it 
upon me to play. That is Ninon Broussier, to whom — 
God forgive me for ever hiding itt from you I — I am married 
already." 

My eyes, blinded with tears, saw nevertheless how she 
started violently, panted, stared, made as if to rise, and 
sank down again. The same dreadful smile resettled on 
her lips. Her cheeks were like the ashes of white paper. 
I think in that moment her heart of pride had leapt into 
its final flame before sinking consumed for ever. Her 
world, for all it was worth to her of plot and passion, was 
extinguished. Without another word, sitting there like a 
scourged queen, she waved her hand, dismissing me. 

And without a word I went ; out through the empty 
hall to the door. A porter, slumbering in a chair, started 
awake, with an exclamation of mixed deference and astonish- 
ment ; but before he could anticipate me, I had turned the 
handle, passed into the night, and closed the oak behind 
me with a dap and boom. 

The sound went on in my head ; and I ran from it, 
like one in mortal terror, down the dark road. By what 
labyrinths of hell I reached at last the little inn by^ the 
shining heart-breaking waters is known alone to God. 

I cannot, I would not if I could, recall those hours of 
delirious battling and wrestling with the devils which 
possessed me ; I caimot retrace the paths by which my 
soul rewon itself to a consciousness of the most poignant 
love and pity. I remember only how, sprung to my feet 
by-and-by in the little inn room to which I had returned, 

z 
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crying in my heart that I mnst go back — that I mnst go 
back and lAve her, who wonld not be fAved, from herself » 
I became aware all in a moment, and for the second time, 
of a sound of horse-hoofs in the road. 

I listened, rigid. The noise drew on, and, as before* 
ended at the inn porch below. Then a step creaked on the 
stair, and a man, entering and closing the door behind him, 
stood np before me. 

I returned, in a tense silence, his tenser gase. I felt my 
heart beat quicker and quicker. The blue eyes, the hard 
mouth, the features carved, as it might be, for a cudgel- 
head — all held me immovable. Then something in me 
seemed to rise and overflow, and with a confused exclama- 
tion I threw myself upon his neck. 

" 0, Buckley !-*hone8t Buckley I — dear old friend and 
tutor! — ^what ghost are you? — and where from? — and 
bringing what message ? *' 

He clapped my back once, and put me from him, hold- 
ing me at arm's length, while his mouth worked. 

'^ Why so ? ** he said, self-communing. *^ Tis himself, 
to be sure, for the better credit of my teaching and his own 
wits.'* 

Then he sighed and shrugged. 

*^ Wen, Master Bobin, you are astonished to see me here ? 
But I have been, what you do not know, her ladyship's 
steward for six months and more. So God hdf us all I She 
is a Scud^ri in plots and complots. My vanity was always 
wounded — I confess it — to think 'twas my wiser pupQ that 
lay crazed and under restraint yonder. And now, it seems, 
'twas the other all the time. A sad pretty coil, upon my 
word I And here I am to tell you that she confesses and 
withdraws." 

" Confesses I " 

A cry of joy and anguish broke from me. 

*' Yes, sir ! — confesses ! " said the tutor, grimly. '* And 
I will wish you as much relief of the fact as I have oppres- 
sion. However, for the best it signifies, here it is" (he 
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clapped hia hand over his breast-pocket), '^ hard and fast in 
writing — ^the whole tmth dictated to me after yon were 
gone, and signed by her. And, for the rest, I am to tell 
yon that yonr father's son will be welcome.*' 

I stared at him bewildered. 

" But why in writing ? " I muttered. 

'^ Ah I " he exclaimed, his voice creaking into a groan. 
*' She would be a true mother, no doubt— to one at least of 
yon. She considered, I suppose, if she were to die in the 
interval, and— Your honour, sir! — your honour I 
There's the commodity must be held inviolate ! Sightly — 

well rightly. Only God, we are all in it I It must 

be accommodated somehow, and the scandal foreclosed ! 

'Tis a family matter, after all I And Well, will you 

come, sir ? " 

I pushed him before me from the room. 

" Hurry I " I whispered. " In pity's name, don't let us 
delay a moment I " 

We clattered down the stairs ; but, in the act of mount- 
ing, he turned for an instant upon me. 

" She will yield all for your respect, sir," he whispered 
— " power, riches, reputation. Be generous to her." 

I did not answer. Without a syllable more exchanged 
we tore on through the night. ''If she were to die I" 
The words fled with me, beat on my heart, hammered in my 
brain. '' Mother, mother, wait for me ! " 

She had meant to — I will believe it to the last ; will 
believe that she had sought no end more tragic than the 
drugging of nerves wrenched beyond endurance. Qod 
forgive her, and me ! 

The house, when we reached it, was all alive with 
shudder and consternation. The butler, coming in after 
the steward's hasty departure to inquire as to the long- 
deferred dinner, had found her sunk back in her chair, 
ghastly and pulseless, the little bottle which I had taken 
for smelling-waters fallen to the floor from her hand. It 
contained her ''drops," Buckley whispered to me — some 



340 



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 



*' magistery ** of morphine or opium, which she had long 
taken for a narcotic. The waste of brain in that BtrenaonB, 
passionate life must be corrected somehow. Ever since my 
going, I heard, she had held this adder to her bosom, petting 
it, toying with it — and now, once, too far. 

Everything that it was possible to do we did. A mes- 
senger was despatched to Southampton for aid ; it was all 
of no avail I held her in my arms in a stunned agony and 
misery to the last, and in my arms she died. Once only, a 
little before the end, she opened her eyes, and, seeing me, 
smiled with the happy sweetness and self -reassurance of a 
child who wakes from dreadful dreams to find itself in its 
mother's care. 

She had borne me. She had loved greatly, schemed 
greatly, and for nothing. Her kingdom was fallen into 
dust. In ashes and sackcloth she had humbled herself and 
atoned. May she rest in peace I 
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ENVOI. 

Apr^ la pltm h beau temps. 

Le beau temps ! Ah I the Bonshine after storm ! The 
steaming incense of the flowers ! The bird-haunted, love- 
haunted garden I I stand with my foot on the mossy step 
to Arcadia while I speak a last word. 

Allan, not grievously the worse for his incarceration, 
which, indeed, had been made luxurious to him, was released 
and reinstated. There were difSculties, of course (none so 
insurmountable as might be supposed, seeing how the 
doctors were readily won, for their own sakes, to a policy 
of accommodations), yet difSculties grave enough to tax aQ 
the resources of Mr. Buckley, armed though he was with 
that tragic confession, self, and self alone, accusing. Need- 
less to say, perhaps, that at the end of all, this excellent 
steward was not continued in his post ; yet I will admit 
that, everything considered, the one most wronged behaved 
temperately and well, agreeing, for the honour of his name, 
to make a strictly '* family matter *' of the business. As for 
myself, I expected no particular consideration from him ; 
nor, beyond a sort of moral quittance, did I receive any. 
My mother's papers, upon being examined, showed the 
draft of a will in my favour ; but, amidst the multiplicity 
of her schemes, this, dear soul, proved not the least abortive, 
inasmuch as it lacked the signature and attestation to com- 
plete it. And so, with my vindicated name and his Majesty's 
Commission for my sole assets, I was able to turn my back 
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at last on Loisconrt, and face the world of love and adven- 
tnre with a free heart. 

^' Ahf vraimentj vraiment ! voire unique actif! ^ pats in a 
very small voice. *' And what of that other asset, if yon 
please, the most valuable of all, which lay invested for yon 
m Portugal?*' 

" ** 0, true ! — ^very true indeed ! I had forgotten my 
baggage I " 

''Infime!'' 

Well, the good Lord Beresford assisting, I found means 
to rejoin my regiment ; and my baggage, as was proper, 
accompanied me. It saw me receive my company at 
Albuera ; it lay with me, promoted to be a major, after the 
last Battle of Giants. 

And then poor Cham, good, honest father, dying in 
peace, left his not inconsiderable savings to his children ; 
and with those, and my retiring pension, we took up our 
estate of the least, from which, as I began by saying, 
nothing can depose us. 

All that is outside my story ; and very private indeed. 
For the public, my testimony is made. For myself, some 
initialB added to a tablet in a certain London churchyard 
are my seal on an unspeakable tragedy. 

Not till the Judgment Day shall that seal be removed. 
Not till the Judgment Day shall a grave, opening under the 
yellow soil of Plasencia, witness to the truth of a resurrec- 
tion, whether of king or subject. And there, if my wife 
will be a prophet, I will be none. Woman is bom to faith, 
but man to love. I am content with my part. 
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*<Wftkel wakel 
The rillf gush in the fields, 
The bods throw their shieldi, 
And life is reborn for lo?e*i Mice. 
The joy of the sky 
Calls the lark up on high ; 
The honey-bees wing firom Uieir bields. 
I hear at my window the Yoice of the Sonth ; 
And my trdi waits to melt on the bad of yonr month. 

'*WakeI wakel 
Gall me ont to the green, 
O, my heart t O, my qneen I 
Let Yonr loTe be reborn for my sake, 
Like the gush of the rills. 
Like the Ught on the hills. 
And the voice of the laverook between. 
Son, honey and song are the needs of my dimith ; 
And all are to find in one kiss of yonr month." 
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stories of the day, but stories the best told. Not a superfluous word spoils tha gems.' 

' One of the pUasemtest hooks that has appeanifor some time,* 

Pall Mall Gazbtti. 

Fq>. 8vo. limp cloth, sf . 6d. 

SOME LITERARY RECOLLECTIONS. 

THB ATHBNiBUli.~*Tosaythat Mr. F^^ is seen at his best b the book is 
as much as to say that it b remarkably pleasant reading. The stories it contains are not 
all new. . . . But, old and new, the stories are all well told. . . . And then the spirit of 
the book b emmently generous and gay. ... In brief, hb book b one of those whidi, 
like that of Mazime du Camp, if for somewhat diflerent reasons, leave a good taste in the 
mouth. . . . For that reason, if for no other, it should have readers in abosdanoa.' 

Fcp. 8vo. boards, Pictorial cover, 9s, ; or fimp doth, at. 6d. 

THE HEIR OF THE AGES. 

THB 8PBCTATOR.-^« *' The Heir of the Ages'* b as pleasant and attiMftive a 
story as one can expect to come across.' 

THB ATHEN AU M.— ' Mr. Payn has always taken a cheerful viewof Ufe, but in 
" The Heir of the Ages " he surpasses himself. . . . Through it all Mr. Payn b at hb best.' 

THB ACADEMY — ' As bright, as clever, and as bteresting as any of its prede- 
cessors. In one respect— namely, as regards clear, s]rmpathetic, and graphic delineation 
of character— it b almost superior to any others by the same writer.' 

* Pleasant and unassnminj^ papers,*— 'Mahcrwstek GUARDUIf. 
With a Portrait, and a Memoir by Lbslis Stsphsn. Crown Svo. 6t. 

THE BACKWATER OP LIFE; 

OR, ESSAYS OF A LITERARY VETERAN. 

ATHBN/BUM.— ' Even those who know not Payn can realise, after readbg Mr. 
Stephen's admirable pages, something ci the esteem and tenderness which all who 



brought into either social or business relations with him felt for the humorous companion 
andgentle critic' 

TIMB8.— ' The selection has been judiciously made. Hb many friends will seem 
to hear in " The Backwater of Life ; or. Essays oil a Literary Vetenm," the hot echoes 
of the familiar vcuce.' 

London: SMITII, ELDER, & CO., 15 Waterloo Place, S.W. 



V 



NOVELS BY CONAN DOYLE. 



A 8T0BT or TSS SOITDAV. 

With Forty full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

THE TRAGEDY OF THE KOROSKO. 

The SPBAKER.^' It b dangeroat to describe any work of fiction in' these dsjrs of 
a prolific press as a masterpiece, ret there cannot be any doul^ that the word b stnctly 
a|q>licable to Mr. Conan Doyle s " Tragedy of the Korosko.** . . • We heartily con- 
gratulate Mr. Conan Doyle upon having produced a woHc of sodi remarkable power 
and distinction.' 

The DAILY NBWS.~' A fine story, the interest of which arresta the reader's 
attention at the start, and holds it to the close. The characterisation throoghont is strong, 
clear, and very delicate. Imi>resave, pulsating with emotion, informed with a great air 
of reality, this story will sustain and enhance its author's already high reputation.' 



' Dr. Conan Doyle^B faseinoHng atory.'— Daily Nkws. 
SscoND Edition. With Twelve full-page Illustrations. Crown 8to. 6/. 

UNCLE BERNAC : a Memory of the Empire. 

The WORLD.'* " Uncle Bemac " is a masterpiece. This memory of the empfaw 
will msJce the most immortally interesting "Of human beings. Napoleon, live and move 
and speak within the knowledge of every one who reads it.' 

The DAILY CHRONICLE.— "'^Uncle Bemac" is for a truth Dr. Doyle's 
Napoleon. Viewed as a picture of the little man in the grejr coat it must take rank 
bdore anythinjg he has written. The fiuidnation of it is extraordinary. It reaches 
everywhere a high literary leveL' 

* JL notable and very briiUani uforh of genisw. '—Thb Spbakbr. 
With Eight fiill^^Mige Illustrations. Crown 8to. y, 6d, 

RODNEY STONE. 

The DAILY TBLE6RAPH.— 'Dr. Conan Doyle has vrritten a wonderful book 
in this his latest contribution to the new romance. The story goes so gallantly firom 
start to finish that we are fahrly startled out of ova /in dt siicU indiflference and carried 
along in breathless excitement to learn the ftUe of tm boy hero and the inimitable dandy.' 

PUNCH.— * A delightful quality about "Rodney Stone" is iu lUting "go." 
There is not a dull page in it from first to last. All is light, colour, movement, blended 
and inspired by a master hand.' 



New AND Chbapbr Illustrated Edition (the 23rd Edition). 
With Eight full-page Illustrations. Crown 8to. 3^. 6d. 

THE WHITE COMPANY. 

TIIIBS.— ' We could not desire a more stirring romance, <»* one more flattering to 
our national traditions. We feel throughout that lilr. Conan Doyle's story is not a mere 
item in the catalogue of exciting romances. It is real literature. 

ILLUSTRATE) LONDON NEWS.—' I have read nothing of the kind so good 

e " Ivanhoe," with which it has many pmnts of resemblance.' 



since 



DR. CONAN DOYLE'S VOLUME OF VERSE. 

Sbcx)nd Impression. Small crown 8vo. 5/. 

SONGS OF ACTION. 

PUNCH.—* Dr. Conan Doyle has well named his verse " Songs of Action." It 
pulsates with life and movement, whether the scenes be laid on sea or land, on ship or 
on horseback.' 



the 



WORLD*—' Dr. Conan Doyle has the gift of writing j^ood rattling songs with all 
swing of Rudyard Kipling. . . . His songs are full ofnigh spirits and "go."' 



London: SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 Waterloo Place, S.W. 



WORKS BY FRANK T- BU ILEN, f.r.cs. 

Doop-Soa Plundoring^Si third ihprbssion. withsFnu- 

page Illustrations by Arthur Twtidlb. Crown 8vo. 6f. 
SPECTA TOR.— I A new book of sea stories from Mr. Bullen is an event which 
all who enjoy an excitins narrative set forth in a pictnreaauc and animated manner 
have good reason to be thankful for. . . . There is something in the book to please 
almost every taste. . . . The book deserves to be, and will be, read by all who look to 
literature to provide them with refreshment and recreati(Mi.* 

^ TIMES. — ' Mr. BuUen's name is suflRcient recommendation for a collection of most 
miscellaneous stories, all smacking strongly of the brine. In " Deep Sea Plundering * 
he does exciting and informing work, and in the depths of the ocean finds inexhaustible 
treasure.' 

The Men of tho Merchant Senrioe : bemg tut 

Polity of tho MoroMitilo Marino for •LongHioro Boadoro. SECOND 
IHPRBSSION. Large post 8vo. ^s. hd, 

SPECTATOR.^*Tht book b of great value, and of great interest to all the 
innnmerable people who are curious^ about the most romantic and separate of lives. But 
it is of importance, secondly and chiefly^ as Mr. Bullen's appc&l to the political sense of 
his country. Put as briefly as possible, it comes to this. The control of the sea is vital 
to England ; and the English, though thev continue to be a great shipH>wning people, 
are less and less a seafaring people. English ships are increasingly manned by foreigners 
and officered by foreigners. We cannot commend his volume too earnestly to public 
consideration.' 

ACADEMY, — * We could not in a short space convey any idea of the variety of 
special information— all so human and related- that Mr. Bullen gives. . . . We only 
pick a book that is bulged with seacraft, and resembles the perfea sailor whose every 
hair is a ropeyam and every drop of blood Stockhohn tar.' 

The Cruise of the 'Caohalot' Round the World 

aftor tiMnil Wholoo. By Frank T. Bullen, First Mate. The volume includes 

a Letter to the Author from Rudyaxd Kipling. ELEVENTH IMPRESSION. 

With 8 Illustrations and a Chart. Large post 8vo. 8f. 64L 

TIMES.—* Mr. Bnllen has a splendid subject, and he handles it with the pen of a 

master. ..." The Cmise of the Cacnaioi " is a book which cannot but fiucinate all lovers 

of the sea, and all who can apfnredate a masterly presentation of its wonder and iu 

mystery, its terrors and its trials, its hmnours and its tragedies.* 

The Rev. Dr. HORTON, In hla Sermon on befiMlfofthe BHtlth tml Forofgn Bible 
iodotVf referred to Mr. Bullen't 'Crufee of the " Caohtlot " ' in the following termt : 

* It is a very remarkable book in every way : it aeemt to me worthy 
to rank with some of the writings of Dofoe. Ic has absolutely taken 
tho shine out of some of the romantic literature of such writers ao even 
Stevenson and Rndymrd Kipling. By the strange law that truth is 
more wonderftd than fiction, this book 'Jm more wonderful than the 
wildest dreams of the creator of imagination.' 

Tho Log of a 8ea-Walf : beinff RooonootioM of tut 

nnt POMr Voars of mv toa Ufo. FOURTH IMPRESSION. With 8 Full- 

psM Illustrations spedallv drawn by Arthuk Twidlb. Large post 8vo. 8«. 6d. 

WORLD.— *Vi% have read many stories of sea life, but do not remember to have 

been so fascinated and enthralled by any of them as by this masterly presentation of the 

humours, hardships, and minor tragedies of life in the forecastle.' 

TIMES.^* Full of thrillinc adventure, admirably tokL . . . We must leave 
Mr. Bullen's touching story of nis early straggles and adventures to speak for itself. 
Hb descriptive powers are great, his literary imagination b vivid, and he iods 
abundant opportunities for the aiq>hy of both.' 

The Way they have in tho Navy : beiw a nay- 

to-Dw Rooord of a Oniloo ki H.M. BcttlooMp ■ Maro' during tho WmtmKrm 
•f mil. THIRD IMPRESSION. Crown 8vo. paper covers, u. ; cloth, is, 6d. 
SPECTA TOR.—* We secommend it most heartily and without any misgivmg.' 

London: SMITH, ELDER, & CO., i% Waterloo P1ace« S.W. 




WORKS by f . ilHSTEY. 

THE BRASS BOTTLE. With a Frontispiece. Third 

Impression. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

The Bookman,-'' A remarlcably clever and briilunt noTel.' 

The Spectator.— * In his logiod conduct of an abtnrd propotttioD, in hit 
fantastic handling of the supernatural, in his brisk dialogue and eSectiYC characteriauioD, 
Mr. Anstey has once more shown himself to be an artist and a hamoarist of uitcomiaoD 
and enviable merit.' 

THE TALKING HORSB; and other Tales. Popular 

Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo. limp red 
cloth, 2f, 6d. 

The Saiurdap Review,--* A capital aat of stories, thoroochly devcr and 
witty, often pathetic, and always humorous.' 

The AthenmuH%. — 'The srimmest of mortals, io his laost suriy mood, conld 
hardly r«stst the fun of ^ The Talking Hone.*" 

THE GIANT'S ROBB. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo. limp red cloth, 2t, 6d. 

The Pail MaU €himeUe.-^*The main faiterest of the book, which is Tcry strong 
indeed, begins when Vincent returns, when Harold Cafl^ discovers the secret, when 
every page threatens to bring down doom on the head of tne miserable Hark. Will he 
confess? Will he drown himself f Will Vincent denounce him ? Wm Caffjm ioforai on 
him ? Will hb wife abandon him ?•— we ask ea^ljr as we read, and cannot cease reading 
till the pu2zle is solved m a series of exciting situations.' 

THE PARIAH. Popular Edition. Crown 8va 6s. Cheap 

Edition. Crown 8vo. limp red cloth, 2s, 6d. 

The Saiurday Review,— * In "The Pariah" we are more than ever struck by 
the sharp intrntive peroeptioo and the satirical balandngof jud/pMent whidi makes the 
awthot's writings snch extremely eotertainiogreading. There it not a duU page we 
might say. not a dull sentence— in it. . . . The girls are delightfiflly drawn, especially 
the bewitcning Margot and the childtdi Lettice. Nothing that polish aad finiik, ckfvtr- 
aess, humour, wit and sarcasm can give us is left ont.' 

VICE VERSA; or, A Lesson to Fathers. Cheap Edition. 

Crown 8va limp red cloth, 21. 6d. 

The Baturday Beetew./-^* If ever there was a book made up fiom beginniiv to 
end of laughter, and yet not a comic book, or a "merry " book, or a book of jokes, or a 
book ef pictures, or a jest bo<dc, or a tom-fool book, but a pvnectly sober and aerioas 
book, in the reading of whidi a sober man may laugh without shame fitom beginniiv to 
end. It is the book called "Vice Veni t or, A Lestoo to Fathers." ... We cbae the 
book, recommending it very earnestly to all Others in the first instance, aad their sqdi^ 
nephews, uncles, and male cousins next.' 

A FALLEN IDOL. Cheap Edition. Crown 8yo. Ump red 

cloth, 2s, 6d, 

The TI«SM.~'Will delight the multitudinous public that hmghed over"Viee 
Versft." . • . T^ boy who brings the accursed image to Champion's house, llr. Bakti, 
the artist's fsctotom, and, above all, Mr. Yarker, the ex-butler who has turned polioa- 
maif, aie ^gares whom it is as pleasant to meet as It b impossible to forget.* 

LYRE AND LANCET. With 24 Full-page lUuiOrations. 

Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo. limp red cloth, ar. 6d. 

The Speaher^^* Mr, Anstey has surpassed himself ia *'Lvx« aad Laacet.** 
• . . One of the brightest and most entertaining bits of comedy we nave had for 
a day.' 

London : SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 Waterloo Place, S.W. 
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